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Introduction 
by  Jennifer  Levesque 


Welcome  to  your  Basic  Writing  journey!  The  Basic  Writing  course  will  teach  you  the 
fundamentals  of  writing  that  you  will  need  to  know  as  you  further  your  education  and  your 
career.  What  does  that  really  mean?  It  means  that  with  the  help  of  your  instructor,  tutors  and 
your  fellow  classmates  you  will  learn  how  to  become  a better  writer.  You  will  learn  the  writing 
process  and  how  to  put  everything  into  action. 

Right  now  the  task  of  writing  essays  may  seem  overwhelming  and  downright  scary,  but 
there  are  many  students  who  embarked  on  the  same  journey  you  are  about  to  embark  on.  Writers 
in  Progress  contains  essays  from  former  Basic  Writing  students.  These  essays  are  the  same  type 
of  essays  you  will  be  writing  during  the  semester.  You  will  write  about  your  personal 
experiences,  such  as  a meaningful  object,  a person  who  has  influenced  you  and  defending  an 
opinion  you  have.  Through  your  journey  in  Basic  Writing  you  will  not  only  become  a better 
writer,  but  also  will  learn  more  about  yourself  and  others. 

Use  this  text  to  understand  the  process  and  most  importantly  to  inspire  you.  You  too  can 
write  excellent  essays  like  the  ones  that  appear  in  this  book.  Believe  in  yourself,  be  open  to 
others,  enjoy  your  journey  and  write,  write,  write. 
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Achievement 
by  An  Dang 


I was  born  in  a country  where  eighty  million  people  have  a united  interest  in  soccer. 
Nevertheless,  I am  now  a new  citizen  of  the  USA.  After  my  first  chilly  winter  last  year,  I figured 
out  that  I can  only  go  outside  and  play  soccer  at  summer  time.  Fortunately,  I had  lived  in  my 
aunt’s  house  for  the  first  1 1 months.  I used  to  call  her  Mrs.  Chi.  She  had  a beautiful  and  shiny 
ping  pong  table.  That  was  where  I got  my  earliest  ping  pong  paddle  as  a gift  from  my  aunt.  I 
have  been  practicing  with  it  hundreds  of  times.  With  me,  it  is  not  just  a regular  paddle.  My  ping 
pong  paddle  is  important  to  me  because  it  teaches  me  that  I can  achieve  everything  with 
concentration,  discipline,  and  hard  work. 

With  a Butterfly  brand  name  stamped  as  a logo  onto  both  sides,  my  paddle  is  really  an 
expensive  one.  It  has  two  rubber  sides,  black  and  red.  The  reason  for  that  is  it  will  help  me 
distinguish  between  different  types  of  rubber  used  by  my  opponent.  The  core  layer  of  my  paddle 
called  the  blade,  and  its  holder  are  made  from  a light  brown  wood.  On  the  bottom  of  the  holder, 
there’s  another  metal  Butterfly  logo  with  pins.  Its  hard  holder  fits  perfectly  on  my  palm.  That 
gives  me  a lot  of  confidence  when  I am  practicing.  I rarely  smell  my  paddle,  but  after  many 
practicing  times,  it  has  gotten  a strong  sweaty  smell.  The  best  thing  about  it  is  when  every  time  I 
hit  a ball  perfectly,  the  paddle  creates  a sweet  pop  sound.  At  that  moment,  I can  mentally  taste 
my  achievement. 

Until  now,  I still  remember  the  day  I acquired  my  paddle.  It  was  heavily  snowing  that 
morning.  I was  so  bored  and  tired  of  staying  inside  the  house  since  my  family  moved  in.  I 
missed  my  home  in  Vietnam.  I missed  my  friends  and  my  soccer 
team.  Suddenly,  my  aunt  came  to  my  room  and  asked  me  to  help  her 
clean  up  the  basement.  When  I came  down  I was  stunned  by  the 
shiny  ping  pong  table.  Then  I asked  her  to  show  me  some  moves  and 
techniques.  My  aunt  was  an  intense  ping  pong  player.  I fell  in  love 
with  the  sport  right  away.  After  that  morning,  my  aunt  told  me,  “You 
catch  on  very  fast.  Good  Job!  Now,  I will  let  you  use  and  practice 
with  this  paddle.  It’s  yours.”  I couldn’t  express  how  happy  I was  to  her.  Finally,  I had  found 
something  interesting  to  do  in  my  spare  time. 

The  ping  pong  paddle  is  basically  used  for  batting  balls.  However,  my  paddle  means 
more  to  me  than  just  a practicing  tool.  It  has  taught  me  a new  sport  and  given  me  a new 
inspiration.  It  makes  me  want  to  work  hard  to  obtain  more  skills.  It  is  like  an  exciting 
assignment  I have  everyday.  Now,  after  one  year,  my  bat  is  not  that  new  and  shiny  like  it  was. 
In  competition,  I have  to  use  another  new  paddle  to  get  the  fundamental  speed  and  spin. 
Nonetheless,  there  are  several  times  when  I have  to  face  a new  life  hurdle  and  feel  very  insecure. 
I always  come  to  my  old  bat  and  grasp  it  in  my  palm.  That  reminds  me  of  all  the  hard  work  and 
perseverance  I have  put  into  ping  pong.  It  makes  my  spirit  rise  strongly  again,  and  after  that  my 
confidence  comes  back  to  me. 
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I usually  keep  all  my  important  things  in  my  school  bag.  I haven’t  had  my  own  room 
since  I was  born.  For  20  years,  I have  had  to  share  the  room  with  my  brother.  Honestly,  he  is 
the  laziest  and  messiest  creature  in  the  world.  Thus,  my  bag  is  the  only  place  where  he  can’t 
throw  his  stuff  on.  My  bag  is  designed  for  storing  a laptop  and  books.  A laptop  is  a valuable 
thing,  that’s  why  its  holder  is  a pretty  safe  place.  The  holder  has  some  special  features  that  will 
prevent  my  paddle  from  being  damaged. 

After  training,  I often  spray  water  onto  both  sides  of  my  bat.  That  will  protect  the  paddle 
from  being  itchy  and  retain  the  necessary  speed  when  I hit  a ball.  Then  I will  use  a cloth  and 
gently  clean  the  surfaces. 

Together,  my  paddle  and  I have  had  a lot  of  memories.  There  is  one  story  that  I will 
never  forget.  It  was  the  first  day  I came  back  to  college.  For  the  initial  eight  months  in  America, 
all  that  I had  done  was  stay  inside  the  house,  play  games,  learn  English,  and  practice  ping  pong. 
I felt  lost  when  I walked  inside  the  school,  which  was  filled  with  all  strangers.  Fortunately,  I 
found  out  that  my  college  had  two  ping  pong  tables  located  inside  our  fitness  center.  I met  Tim 
there,  my  first  American  friend.  I took  out  my  paddle  and  showed  it  to  him.  He  was  not  a big 
fan  of  ping  pong;  like  every  American  he  loved  baseball  and  basketball.  However,  Tim  was 
impressed  with  my  professional  paddle,  and  he  loved  to  spend  time  playing  around  the  table. 
Since  then,  he  and  I have  been  engaged  in  that  kind  of  recreation  every  lunch  time.  I have  tried 
to  teach  Tim  a lot  about  ping  pong.  In  exchange,  Tim  has  taught  me  many  things  about 
American  culture.  Now,  I feel  like  a normal  student,  and  not  an  outcast  anymore. 

I will  always  keep  my  ping  pong  paddle  by  my  side.  It’s  a symbol  of  my  spirit.  It  is 
more  like  a best  friend  who  always  is  there  for  me,  supports  me,  and  gives  me  the  never-give-up 
spirit.  Though  I don’t  use  it  that  much  anymore,  I will  still  always  keep  it  close  to  me.  My 
paddle  has  taught  me  a valuable  lesson.  In  order  to  succeed,  I need  to  work  hard  and  concentrate 
fully  on  what  I am  doing.  Little  by  little,  I’ll  stick  with  my  plan,  and  I’ll  score. 


An  Dang,  20,  is  working  towards  a degree  in  computer  engineering.  He  enjoys  listening  to  music 
and  practicing  ping  pong  in  his  spare  time.  He  was  in  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander’s  spring  2010 
Basic  Writing  course. 
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My  Meaningful  Boxing  Gloves 
by  Vladimir  Gonzalez 

Sports  are  always  a big  thing  in  my  family,  especially  boxing.  Boxing  was 
so  big  that  I even  boxed  in  my  younger  years.  I was  given  a pair  of  boxing  gloves  by 
my  father  that  once  belonged  to  my  grandfather,  his  father.  My  boxing  gloves  mean 
more  than  a lot  to  me  for  several  reasons,  I saw  my  father  box  in  them  and  my  grandfather 
used  to  box  in  them  in  his  days  as  well.  To  top  it  all  off,  they  were  handed  down  to  me  by  my 
father;  which  makes  me  feel  like  I am  continuing  a proud  tradition. 

These  gloves  are  a burgundy-brownish  color.  I was  told  that  they  were  a dark  red  color 
at  one  time.  They  are  about  a foot  long  and  weigh  about  a pound  and  a half.  These  old  gloves 
have  a slight  smell  of  leather  to  them.  The  inside  of  the  gloves  have  a musky  odor  to  them, 
which  gets  stronger  once  you  wear  them  and  your  hands  start  to  sweat.  The  leather  was  once 
thick,  but  has  thinned  out  throughout  the  years  because  of  use.  Both  of  the  gloves  have  small 
tears  on  them  and  the  cushion  has  flattened  out  inside  of  the  gloves.  The  leather  on  the  outside 
of  the  gloves  is  rough  in  certain  areas.  Once  you  see  these  gloves  the  first  thing  that  jumps  out 
at  you  is  the  dark  black  spots  on  the  gloves,  the  dried  up  blood.  You  would  also  notice  how  old 
these  gloves  look,  the  goldish-black  stitching  which  you  can  tell  must  have  made  the  gloves 
look  really  good  when  they  were  brand  new.  The  stitching  has  started  to  pop  out  in  certain 
areas,  a good  reason  why  I don't  use  them  anymore.  The  unique  part  of  these  gloves  is  the 
strings  to  tie  the  gloves  together.  It’s  a thick  shoelace  type  of  piece  of  leather  that  compliments 
the  gloves  real  well.  One  of  the  gloves  has  a little  tear  in  the  inside  that  my  grandfather  put  his 
lucky  penny  in.  I am  amazed  that  the  penny  is  still  in  the  glove  until  this  day.  I was  told  that  he 
didn't  want  to  tear  the  inside  of  the  glove,  because  the  silky  gray  in  the  inside  was  rare  material. 
You  are  probably  wondering  if  these  gloves  look  like  today’s  boxing  gloves,  but  let  me  tell  you 
that  they  look  nothing  like  them. 

I must  tell  you  that  anyone  who  puts  these  gloves  on  will  feel  like  they  can  win  any  fight 
that  they  fight.  I used  to  put  these  gloves  on  my  hands,  and  I swore  that  I could  punch  a hole 
through  the  punching  bag,  I felt  like  the  champ  when  I had  these  gloves  on.  Once  these  gloves 
were  on  my  hands  there  was  no  coming  off;  it  was  nonstop  shadow  boxing  and  bag  punching. 

I used  to  go  to  the  gym  so  much  in  my  youth  that  every  time  I went  I looked  forward  to 
putting  these  gloves  on.  In  1997  I fought  in  the  Silver  Mittens.  This  was  a day  that  I will  never 
forget.  The  Silver  Mittens  was  being  held  out  at  the  Tsongas  Arena.  For  those  who  have  never 
been  to  the  Tsongas  Arena  it  holds  thousands  of  people.  The  setup  was  exactly  like  a boxing 
fight  on  TV.  There  were  not  many  empty  seats  in  the  arena  that  night.  My  entire  family  was 
there  to  support  me  and  cheer  me  on.  They  were  all  seated  in  the  front  row.  I heard  everyone 
yelling,  shouting,  and  screaming  to  encourage  me  on.  That  day  that  I fought  I did  not  know  that 
my  dad  was  going  to  appear.  I didn’t  even  know  that  he  knew  I was  fighting  that  day.  While  I 
was  fighting  I heard  his  voice,  and  I heard  him  saying  what  he  always  says  which  is  also  what 
my  grandfather  always  said,  "Don't  stop  punching,  you  better  not  stop."  Once  I heard  that  voice 
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and  those  words  I knew  it  was  him.  I lost  the  fight  but  that  was  all  right  because  my  dad  showed 
up  and  that  meant  more  to  me  than  winning.  In  the  locker  room  my  father  walked  in  with  a box 
wrapped  in  red  paper.  I opened  it,  and  he  took  them  out  and  put  the  boxing  gloves  around  my 
neck  and  told  me  that  he  was  really  proud  of  me.  Words  can't  explain  how  I felt  to  be  receiving 
those  gloves. 

I still  have  the  gloves  until  this  day.  I moved  from  apartment  to  apartment  and  in  my 
storage  area  I have  them  in  a box  somewhere.  Now  that  I brought  these  memories  back  up  I am 
going  to  have  to  dig  through  my  storage  to  find  them.  I really  want  to  see  them  now  and  also  so  I 
can  show  them  to  my  two  year  old  son  and  see  his  reaction  to  them.  At  the  tender  age  of  two  my 
son  Jaiven  loves  to  fight.  I might  have  a little  boxer. 

I remember  when  I was  young  and  my  cousin  used  to  pick  me  up  to  bring  me  to  the  boxing 
gym,  I loved  it.  Being  at  that  gym  was  something  that  I looked  forward  to  with  a passion  and 
everyone  in  my  family  knew  it.  They  thought  it  was  cute.  I remember  seeing  my  father  being 
trained  by  my  grandfather  and  my  grandfather  would  always  yell  out  to  me,  “Watch  the  hands 
son!  Watch  how  they  move.”  I saw  how  my  father  worked  these  gloves,  and  I was  always 
amazed  I just  wanted  to  put  them  on  and  not  take  them  off. 

I grew  up  without  my  father.  Knowing  the  type  of  individual  that  my  grandfather  was,  I 
know  that  he  is  not  too  happy  about  my  father  not  being  there  for  me  like  he  should  have  been. 
There  were  times  when  my  dad  came  around  and  acted  like  a dad  and  did  things  with  me  and 
was  there  for  me.  These  times  were  rare,  but  they  did  happen  from  time  to  time.  One  of  those 
times  was  when  I fought  in  the  Silver  Mittens.  When  my  father  gave  me  those  gloves  I was  the 
happiest  person  in  the  whole  arena,  that’s  why  these  gloves  mean  so  much  to  me.  Every  time  I 
see  them  or  think  about  them  I remember  my  grandfather,  and  it’s  a good  memory  that  I have 
with  my  dad! 


Vladimir  Gonzalez,  28,  lives  in  Methuen,  MA.  He  likes  to  box  and  play  pool.  He  was  in  Joan 
Nimerowski ’s  fall  2009  Basic  Writing  course.  After  taking  Basic  Writing  he  says,  “I  love  the 
challenge  of  putting  a good  paper  together.  ” 
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It's  All  Mine 
by  Brandon  Sambataro 


From  the  moment  I open  my  eyes  in  the  morning  the  first  thing  I notice  is  my  snowboard. 
I have  been  snowboarding  since  I was  seven  years  old  and  have  been  very  interested  in  the  sport 
ever  since.  To  me  my  snowboard  is  one  of  the  most  valuable  items  that  I own.  I have  acquired 
many  memories  throughout  my  childhood  and  teenage  years  when  riding  my  snowboard  and  I 
will  remember  them  forever  more.  My  snowboard  is  very  important  to  me  because  it  brings  back 
many  memories  during  my  life  and  snowboarding  is  one  of  my  favorite  hobbies. 

My  snowboard  is  very  unique  looking.  The  top,  bottom  half  of  my  snowboard  is  a rocky 
light  gray  and  the  upper  half  is  a light  sky  blue.  Throughout  the  board  there  is  a black  design  of  a 
rail  connected  to  a satellite  dish  with  a man  grinding  the  rail  on  a snowboard.  On  the  bottom  half 
of  the  board,  off  to  the  left  of  the  left  binding  there  is  a black  Burton  logo  that  represents  the  type 
of  board  it  is.  The  snowboard  itself  does  not  have  a smell  to  it  but  after  a long  day  of  riding  it, 
the  board  starts  to  smell  like  a wet  metal/plastic  combination.  The  smell  usually  goes  away  by 
the  next  day  or  within  24  hours  of  riding  it.  When  you  are  gliding  down  the  mountain,  the  board 
against  the  snowy  ice  makes  a sound  like  ice  getting  grated  up  in  a blender.  There  are  two 
bindings  twelve  inches  apart  from  one  another  that  are  centered  in  the  middle  of  the  board.  The 
bindings  are  white  with  yellow  clips  and  have  light  gray  straps  that  also  have  a white  Burton 
logo  on  them.  There  is  a little  four  inch  gray  leash  attached  to  the  left  binding  that  you  must 
attach  to  your  boot  while  riding.  There  is  a black  six  inch  by  four  inch  Burton  stomp  pad  near  the 
inner  side  of  the  left  binding  that  has  little  circular  bumps  on  it  to  keep  your  boot  from  sliding. 
Everything  on  my  board  is  Burton  made,  down  to  the  boots,  the  bindings,  the  board,  the  leash, 
and  the  stomp  pad.  The  board  is  only  about  1 5 pounds  but  seems  heavier  because  of  the  length  of 
it.  It  is  around  five  feet  tall,  10  inches  wide,  and  about  a quarter  of  an  inch  thick.  On  the 
underside  of  my  snowboard  it  is  all  white  with  a decently  large  size  light  blue  Burton  logo 
vertically  centered  in  the  middle  of  the  board.  Both  sides  of  the  snowboard  have  a thin  layer  of 
smooth,  glossy,  heated  wax  to  protect  the  board  from  any  damages.  I feel  like  the  appearance  of 
my  Burton  snowboard  is  very  unique. 

Every  year  for  Christmas  my  parents  would  get  each  one  of  their  children  one  big  gift 
and  a whole  bunch  of  little  ones.  It  happened  to  be  my  10  Christmas  and  I had  already  opened 
all  the  gifts  with  my  name  on  it.  I looked  around  at  all  my  gifts  to  try  to  figure  out  which  one  of 
the  gifts  they  considered  the  "big  one."  My  mother  had  been  watching  me  the  whole  time  when  I 
was  scoping  out  my  gifts  and  she  knew  I knew  something  was  missing.  She  then  yelled  across 
the  living  room  over  every  other  voice  and  said,  "Brandon,  there  is  one  last  gift  and  it  is  in  the 
other  room."  I walked  into  the  other  room  and  right  away  something  caught  my  eye.  There  it  was 
my  very  own  snowboard,  which  I had  always  dreamed  of  having.  I ran  back  into  the  other  room 
and  gave  my  mom  the  biggest  hug  of  my  life.  She  said,  "Brandon  it's  all  yours  and  you  really 
deserve  it  this  year  due  to  your  grades  in  school  and  your  outstanding  ability  to  ride  a 
snowboard."  Finally  I didn't  have  to  use  those  old,  used,  smelly  rentals  they  give  you  when  you 
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go  to  a mountain.  I was  extremely  happy  to  have  gotten  a very  new  snowboard.  That  was  the 
Christmas  that  I finally  had  my  very  own  snowboard. 

There  are  many  memories  that  go  along  with  my  snowboard.  My  favorite  memory  of  the 
Burton  snowboard  was  just  a few  years  ago  when  I went  to  Sunday  River  with  my  family  for  a 
week.  I was  with  all  of  my  family  that  I loved  and  cared  for.  There  is  nothing  more  that  I could 
have  wanted  then  to  be  here  with  all  of  my  ten  immediate  family  members.  I had  been 
snowboarding  for  about  eight  years,  so  when  I glided  down  the  mountain  with  my  family  I 
would  try  to  be  quite  the  show  off.  The  first  day  we  got  to  the  mountain  I went  to  the  board  park 
with  my  brothers  and  scoped  out  all  the  jumps  that  I would  like  to  go  off.  I found  one  that  really 
interested  me.  It  was  about  six  feet  tall  and  about  ten  feet  wide.  The  landing  of  the  jump  was 
around  ten  feet  away  from  the  jump.  I had  to  make  sure  that  I would  clear  the  jump  because  if  I 
didn't  I would  get  seriously  injured.  I went  off  this  jump  several  times  until  I 
felt  very  comfortable  with  it.  I then  attempted  to  go  off  the  jump  and  do  a 
move  called  a 360.  After  a while  I had  gotten  very  used  to  the  jump  and  I 
didn't  have  much  fear  of  going  off  it  anymore.  Then  my  brother  dared 
me  to  do  a back  flip  off  it  and  when  my  brother  dares  me  to  do 
something  I always  feel  like  I have  to  do  it.  I was  about  200  feet 
from  the  jump  standing  in  fright  in  case  I did  not  land  that  back 
flip.  I then  decided  to  just  go  for  it  because  I knew  the  longer  I 
waited  the  more  doubts  I would  have.  I started  to  go  down  the 
mountain  approaching  the  jump.  The  closer  I got  to  the  jump  the  more  scared  I got.  One  second 
before  I was  about  to  hit  the  jump  I told  myself  that  I had  to  let  all  the  fear  go  away  because  in 
snowboarding  when  you  fear  something  it  leads  to  you  getting  hurt.  I went  off  it,  did  the  back 
flip  and  landed  it  like  a pro.  I was  so  excited  that  I landed  the  trick  that  my  brother  dared  me  to 
do.  That  was  my  favorite  memory  on  the  mountain  with  my  snowboard. 

I keep  the  snowboard  in  my  bedroom  near  my  queen  size  bed  with  white  fluffy  down 
blankets.  It  is  in  a blue  and  yellow  snowboarding  duffle  bag  that  keeps  it  clean  and  dust  free  so  I 
never  need  to  worry  about  anything  happening  to  it.  My  snowboard  stands  on  my  cherry  oak 
hardwood  floor  leaning  up  against  my  black  leather  couch.  Behind  my  snowboard  on  the  wall 
hangs  an  eight  feet  by  four  feet  fleece  Italian  flag  with  the  word  ITALY  written  across  it  that 
hangs  down  from  my  ceiling.  If  my  snowboard  is  not  in  my  bedroom  it  is  either  with  me  up  at  a 
mountain  or  at  a shop  being  tuned  up  for  the  season.  When  I do  take  my  snowboard  to  a 
mountain  I make  sure  I never  let  it  out  of  my  sight.  If  I grab  a bite  to  eat  my  snowboard  comes  in 
the  restaurant  with  me,  or  if  I'm  about  to  go  to  bed  the  snowboard  is  on  the  floor  right  near  me,  or 
if  I have  to  go  to  the  restroom  you  bet  that  snowboard  will  be  in  the  public  bathrooms  with  me 
because  there  are  way  too  many  memories  equipped  with  the  board  to  take  the  chance  of 
someone  stealing  it.  To  me,  if  my  snowboard  isn't  leaning  up  against  the  couch  in  my  room  then 
my  room  just  does  not  feel  complete. 
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My  snowboard  means  a lot  to  me  because  I have  some  of  the  best  memories  of  my  life 
with  it.  When  I ride  my  snowboard  all  stress  goes  away  and  I feel  like  there's  nothing  to  worry 
about.  Snowboarding  is  such  a fun  sport  to  learn  and  I wouldn't  have  had  as  many  experiences 
with  the  sport  if  I hadn't  gotten  my  very  own  snowboard.  I have  accounted  many  fun  memories 
with  my  snowboard  and  know  that  there  are  many  more  to  be  made.  My  snowboard  is  one  of  the 
most  meaningful  items  that  I own. 

I do  plan  on  continuing  to  use  this  snowboard  for  the  next  few  years  of  my  life.  In  many 
years  from  now  I'm  eventually  going  to  grow  out  of  my  snowboard  so  there  will  be  a day  that  I 
will  no  longer  use  it.  Even  after  I've  grown  out  of  it  I will  always  keep  and  cherish  my 
snowboard.  Someday  when  I have  children  I will  teach  them  to  snowboard  and  I will  tell  them 
about  the  memories  I have  had  with  my  very  first  snowboard.  I will  eventually  pass  it  on  to  my 
son  until  he  is  good  enough  to  get  his  very  own  snowboard  with  hope  that  he  will  keep  it  in  good 
hands.  I can  guarantee  that  this  snowboard  and  the  memories  that  go  along  with  it  will  be  with 
me  until  the  day  I die. 


Brandon  Sambatoro,  18,  lives  in  Salem  NH.  After  taking  Joanne  Pevna’s  Basic  Writing  course  in 
the  fall  of 2009,  he  feels  more  confident  about  his  writing  skills. 
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Uhhhhh  Mrs.  Massahos 
by  Leidy  Morrobel 

My  former  teacher,  Karen  Massahos,  has  had  a great  impact  on  my  life.  She  represents  a 
mother  figure  to  me.  Karen  Massahos  is  dedicated,  she  is  driven,  she  is  strict,  and  she  is  a great 
mentor. 

Karen  Massahos  works  at  the  Greater  Lawrence  Technical  School  as  a shop  instructor. 
With  green  eyes,  thin  blonde  hair,  and  freckles  on  her  light  skin  face,  Mrs.  Massahos  stands  at 
about  five  feet  and  six  inches.  She  has  a toned  body  with  a small  waist,  but  that’s  because  she 
never  misses  her  Pilates  class.  With  a unique  style  Mrs.  Massahos  always  has  an  appropriate 
look.  Always  with  her  silky  clothes  and  heels,  she  never  forgets  her  lip-gloss  and  mascara.  She 
doesn’t  like  to  wear  crazy  bright  colors;  she  prefers  serene  calm  colors  like  light  green.  I have  to 
say  that  her  favorite  outfit  would  be  black  silky  pants  with  a thick  light  colored  dress  up  sweater, 
with  some  black  heels,  her  hair  straight  down  with  a small  necklace  and  her  diamond  earrings. 
She  has  three  earrings  in  each  ear,  most  of  the  time  she  wears  her  favorite  diamond  earrings, 
smallest  to  biggest.  “Diamonds  are  a girl’s  best  friend!”  is  what  she  would  say.  But  when  it’s 
time  to  get  down  and  dirty,  she’ll  wear  her  t-shirt  with  her  sweats.  Mrs.  Massahos  puts  on  her 
reading  glasses  when  she  reads  to  her  students,  but  when  she  is  talking  to  them,  she’ll  put  her 
glasses  on  the  tip  of  her  nose. 

Karen  is  very  dedicated  to  her  job.  Even  after  school  hours  you  can  find  her  in  school. 
Yes,  in  school.  She  spends  a lot  of  time  with  her  students  after  school  and  doing  extracurricular 
activities.  She  is  involved  in  many  school  activities.  For  example  the  Interact  Club,  Xtreme 
Sports,  and  she  is  the  head  of  the  Office  Technology  Shop.  Mrs.  Massahos  teaches  grammar  and 
Office  Word.  She  is  also  the  person  who  is  in  charge  of  students  getting  their  certificate  in  MS 
Word.  Mrs.  Massahos  even  does  community  service  with  her  students.  She  does  many  car 
washes  to  raise  money  for  hospitals.  She  went  with  us  to  paint  Lazarus  House  so  that  the  kids 
would  have  an  auditorium  to  play  basketball.  Even  with  four  children  and  a husband  Mrs. 
Massahos  manages  to  make  time  for  her  students.  Dedication  is  a quality  that  all  of  her 
coworkers  and  students  appreciate. 

Driven  by  her  students  Mrs.  Massahos  never  takes  “no”  for  an  answer.  For  example,  she 
and  her  students  are  involved  in  the  Interact  Club.  They  told  her  that  they  were  going  to  go  on  a 
camping  trip  for  one  weekend  to  RYLA  Camp  and  only  five  students  were  allowed  to  go.  When 
Mrs.  Massahos  asked  her  students  if  they  were  interested  in  going  many  of  them  said  yes.  When 
she  told  them  only  five  were  allowed  her  students  got  very  disappointed.  Seeing  that  so  many 
students  were  interested  Mrs.  Massahos  had  got  in  contact  with  the  head  of  the  Interact  Club, 
Ron  Hill.  The  first  time  Mrs.  Massahos  talked  to  him  he  wasn’t  too  crazy  about  the  idea  of 
letting  more  students  go.  Mrs.  Massahos  didn’t  want  to  discourage  her  kids  so  she  insisted  and 
called  Ron  Hill  again.  After  a long  conversation  she  finally  convinced  him  to  say  yes.  She  was 
very  happy  and  told  her  students  the  good  news.  Mrs.  Massahos  is  so  driven  because  she  loves  to 
see  her  students  happy,  and  that’s  what  makes  her  happy. 
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With  her  strict  character  in  the  classroom  Mrs.  Massahos  doesn’t  take  any  nonsense  from 
her  students.  Strict  might  not  sound  like  a good  quality,  but  looking  back  I appreciate  that  she 
was  strict  and  made  us  follow  all  her  rules.  Mrs.  Massahos  teaches  grammar  in  the  Office 
Technology  shop.  When  her  students  don’t  follow  her  rules  Mrs.  Massahos  sends  them  to 
discipline.  When  her  students  give  her  an  attitude  or  act  fresh  with  her  she  doesn’t  put  up  with  it; 
she’ll  just  give  the  students  a detention  and  doesn’t  bother  arguing 
back.  She  thinks  it’s  just  a waste  of  time  for  the  students  who  are 
trying  to  learn.  When  students  go  in  her  class  they  already  know 
what  to  expect.  She  treats  all  her  students  the  same.  When 
students  are  falling  asleep  or  talking  in  her  class  what  she’ll  do  is 
call  on  them  to  answer  questions  on  what  she  is  teaching.  That 
way  they  stop,  and  they  focus  in  class.  Students  learn  in  her  class 
because  aside  from  her  being  strict,  she  likes  to  have  the  students  be 
very  involved  in  class.  For  example,  she  makes  them  participate  by  going  up  to  the  board  and  do 
problems  and  making  each  student  read  out  loud  to  the  class.  She  sometimes  even  makes  the 
students  work  in  teams.  She  always  picks  random  teams  though;  she  never  lets  her  students  pick 
their  own  teams  so  that  they  interact  with  different  peers  all  the  time.  She  gives  her  students 
deadlines  for  projects  and  homework,  and  when  the  work  is  not  on  time  she’ll  take  points  off, 
depending  on  how  late  it  is.  Even  though  Mrs.  Massahos  is  tough  on  her  kids,  she  does  a great 
job  teaching  them. 

Another  great  quality  Mrs.  Massahos  has  is  that  she  is  a great  mentor.  She  gives  great 
advice.  Whenever  someone  gets  me  mad  and  I give  them  attitude  she  tells  me,  “Kill  them  with 
kindness.”  In  other  words,  when  someone  is  giving  you  a hard  time  just  smile  back  or  don’t  deal 
with  their  garbage.  It  works  let  me  tell  you;  I have  prevented  a lot  of  things  from  escalating  by 
using  that  method.  Another  thing  Mrs.  Massahos  taught  me  was  to  think  things  through  before  I 
do  them  and  think  of  the  outcome  of  those  actions.  I wanted  to  give  up  school  my  senior  year  and 
what  she  told  me  was,  “Listen  up,  Knucklehead  you  need  to  finish  school  it’s  your  last  year  and 
you  only  have  a couple  of  months  to  go.  In  the  long  run  you’ll  have  your  education  and  you  can 
continue  college  whenever  you  like.  If  you  don’t  finish  high  school  you’ll  regret  it  for  the  rest  of 
your  life!”  So  I did  as  she  told  me,  and  I finished  high  school  and  took  one  year  off.  Now  look  at 
me,  I started  college  without  any  trouble.  I thank  Mrs.  Massahos  for  teaching  me  the  things  that 
she  taught  me  and  leading  me  in  a positive  way. 

Karen  Massahos  is  a great  woman  with  four  great  qualities:  dedicated,  driven,  strict,  and 
a great  mentor.  I have  learned  a lot  from  her  in  the  past  couple  of  years  as  her  student  and  as  her 
friend.  I hope  her  other  students  feel  the  same  way  I do  about  her  and  that  they  learned  as  much 
as  I did.  I will  never  forget  all  the  advice  she  has  given  me,  and  her  support  while  I was  in  high 
school.  Lastly,  the  love  she  gave  me.  “Uhhhhh  Mrs.  Massahos.” 

Leidy  Morrobel,  20,  who  was  in  Pat  Scanned ’s  Basic  Writing  course,  is  majoring  in  criminal 
justice.  After  taking  Basic  Writing  she  feels  more  comfortable  with  her  writing. 
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The  Man  Who  Influences  Me  the  Most 
by  Ryan  Tidwell 

Many  sons  and  daughters  look  up  to  their  parents.  My  father,  Richard  Edward  Tidwell 
Sr.,  is  someone  I look  up  to  and  is  someone  who  influences  me  very  much.  My  dad  is  generous, 
forgiving,  encouraging,  and  honorable. 

"Rick"  as  many  people  call  him  is  about  5T0'  and  an  average  weight.  He  has  brown  hair, 
but  it  is  slowly  fading  with  the  gray  he  has.  I always  tell  him,  “It’s  okay  Dad,  it  only  makes  you 
look  wiser."  He  has  a very  distinct  southern  accent  from  his  home  back  in  Georgia.  My  dad 
always  wears  a certain  kind  of  cologne  that  gives  him  a distinct  smell.  When  Dad  is  just  around 
the  house  he'll  usually  be  watching  Speed  Channel  and  wearing  blue  jeans,  a T-shirt  and  a 
baseball  hat.  He  has  a very  funny,  dry  sense  of  humor  like  me  and  always  has  a witty  and  funny 
comment  to  add  to  the  conversation.  He  has  always  been  a fun  dad  to  be  around. 

My  father  has  always  been  generous.  Every  time  I go  out  he  always  asks  me,  "Do  you 
have  enough  money?  Do  you  need  some?"  He  is  consistently  the  first  guy  to  grab  the  check  after 
a dinner  with  friends  and  family  and  always  provides  and  gives  my  Mom,  brother  and  me  more 
than  we  need.  Ever  since  I was  little  my  dad  has  unfailingly  made  Christmas  and  birthdays  every 
kid’s  dream.  Even  in  our  financially  tight  times,  he  still  made  them  special  and  tried  his  best. 
The  Tidwell  family  has  never  had  a bad  Christmas.  My  dad  always  makes  them  perfect  even 
without  gifts.  His  generosity  has  encouraged  and  influenced  me  to  be  generous  as  well.  So  now 
when  I'm  out  with  my  friends  at  dinner  I don't  think  twice  about  paying  for  a friend  if  they  need 
some  help. 

My  father  is  extremely  forgiving.  He  always  forgives  and  forgets  whenever  my  brother 
and  I make  mistakes.  About  a year  ago  my  brother  and  I got  into  a fight.  My  older  brother 
pushed  me  against  the  thin,  dry  wall  in  the  basement  and  made  a body  size  hole  in  it.  When  we 
showed  our  parents,  my  Mom  was  disgusted  and  my  dad  was  furious.  The  next  day  my  brother 
and  I knew  our  dad  hated  being  mad  at  us.  After  we  fixed  the  dry  wall  he  automatically  sat  us 
down  and  forgave  us  and  wanted  to  forget  about  it.  Despite  our  stupidity  and  immaturity  at  this 
time  he  still  forgave  us  and  forgot  it.  Whenever  I make  a mistake  I know  I can  just  run  back  to 
him  and  know  he  will  forgive  me  which  is  a quality  I appreciate  greatly.  This  quality  has 
influenced  me  to  not  hold  grudges  against  someone  because  they  did  something  stupid  as  my 
brother  and  I did. 

My  dad  is  always  there  to  encourage  me  when  I'm  down.  He  always  knows  the  right 
words  to  pick  me  up  when  I'm  low.  When  I played  cello  in  an  orchestra  the  seating  at  times  was 
very  unfair.  I saw  cellists  who  weren't  as  good  as  me  sit  in  higher  up  chairs  than  me.  This  got  me 
really  down  and  made  me  think  that  I wasn't  good  enough.  I was  sick  of  music.  I told  my  dad 
once,  "Dad,  I don't  want  to  play  music  anymore.  I'm  sick  of  the  stupid  politics  in  the  orchestra. 
I'm  done  with  music.  I'm  not  good  enough." 

Dad  answered,  "Ryan,  you  are  truly  a great  musician.  Quitting  music  because  of  some 
amateur  orchestra  is  a bad  idea  which  you  will  regret  the  rest  of  your  life.  I know  you  still  love 
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music  and  there  are  other  ways  to  use  your  talents  with  music." 

To  this  day  I still  play  music  and  love  every  minute  of  it.  I decided  to  quit  the  orchestra, 
and  now  I play  in  two  worship  bands  at  two  different  churches  and  have  two  bands  of  my  own.  If 
my  dad  didn't  encourage  me  I probably  wouldn't  be  playing  music  right  now.  His  encouragement 
in  this  and  many  other  things  have  influenced  my  life  in  so  many  ways.  Now  I encourage  my 
friends  when  they  are  down.  I have  been  told  that  I am  very  encouraging  to  them  when  they  need 
some  encouragement. 

Dad  is  very  honorable.  At  the  age  of  fifty  he  retired  early  from  American  Airlines  and 
rejoined  the  Army  National  Guard  to  fly  helicopters.  He  retired  early  because  he  could  see  that 
American  Airlines  would  not  provide  enough  for  his  family.  This  is  a very  honorable  thing  to 

do  considering  the  conflict  in  the  Middle  East.  He  is  now  serving  in 
Iraq  as  a Medi-Vac  helicopter  pilot.  I miss  him  dearly  and 
cannot  wait  until  he  comes  home  again.  The  fact  that  a 
man  in  his  50's  is  now  serving  in  Iraq  is  extremely 
honorable  and  inspires  me  greatly.  Making  this  hard 
decision  was  the  best  for  our  family.  Someday,  when  I have  to 
make  a hard  decision  that  will  benefit  my  family,  I will  remember  my 
dad  and  make  the  right  choice. 

Richard  Tidwell  is  possibly  the  best  dad  any  son  could  wish  for.  Being  generous, 
forgiving,  encouraging,  and  honorable  has  been  a positive  influence  in  my  life  on  so  many 
levels.  He  loves  his  wife  and  two  sons  more  than  anything  in  the  world  and  would  do  anything 
for  us.  I look  forward  to  seeing  him  again  and  to  continue  having  him  influence  my  life. 


Ryan  Tidwell,  17,  lives  in  Salem,  NH.  He  enjoys  listening  to  music  and  hanging  out  with  his 
friends.  He  was  in  Margaret  Bergeron’s  spring  2010  Basic  Writing  course.  He  now  says  that 
writing  is  his  favorite  subject. 
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An  Extraordinary  Man 
by  Thielly  Halladay 

Every  time  I think  of  a person  who  has  a great  impact  on  my  life,  I think  of  my  father, 
Rubens  Conejo  da  Silva.  I'm  proud  to  be  the  daughter  of  such  a great  man.  My  father  has  the  best 
personality  you  will  ever  come  across.  He  always  has  a smile  on  his  face  despite  all  the 
difficulties  he  has  been  through  in  life.  My  father's  determination,  strength  and  good  sense  of 
humor  are  qualities  that  have  made  him  a positive  role  model  for  me. 

My  father  is  a very  handsome  man.  He  stands  about  five  foot  eight,  and  he  is  built  at 
about  165  pounds.  He  is  considered  short  and  skinny  compared  to  most  men.  His  hair  is  light 
brown  and  wavy.  He  has  the  most  beautiful  blue  eyes;  they  are  clear  like  the  ocean  water 
surrounding  a tropical  island.  He  is  42  years  old,  but  he  looks  a lot  younger.  My  father  wears  thin 
framed  glasses  for  reading,  and  it  gives  him  a look  of  soft  sophistication.  He  likes  to  wear 
jeans  and  button  up  tee-shirts.  He  never  wears  shorts  because  of  his  right  leg  and 
foot  scars  from  a motorcycle  accident.  His  shoes  have  to  be  comfortable  otherwise 
he  can't  wear  them.  The  only  jewelry  my  father  wears  is  his  wedding  ring.  My 
father  is  a wonderful  artist.  In  his  spare  time  he  does  painting.  On  a Saturday 
morning,  you  will  find  him  on  the  deck  behind  the  house  working  on  a painting 
project. 

My  father  has  remarkable  determination.  We  have  always  been  poor,  since  we  came  from 
a poor  little  town  in  Brazil.  My  parents  never  had  the  money  to  spoil  my  brother,  sister  and  me 
with  materialistic  things,  but  they  have  given  us  all  the  love  and  support  a child  could  ask  for.  In 
the  year  of  2001  things  were  especially  tough  for  my  parents.  The  Brazilian  economy  was  doing 
terribly  and  my  father's  little  furniture  shop  was  doing  just  as  badly.  My  father  was  desperate 
because  he  wasn't  making  enough  money  to  pay  the  bills  and  to  feed  us,  so  he  decided  to  come  to 
the  USA.  He  sold  his  little  shop  to  get  the  money  for  the  airplane  tickets  and  without  knowing 
any  English  whatsoever  he  came  to  Amesbury,  MA.  He  lived  in  a house  with  five  other  people 
he  had  never  met  before  and  worked  three  different  jobs  for  several  months.  My  mother,  my 
brother,  my  sister  and  I stayed  in  Brazil.  It  was  very  hard  to  be  away  from  my  father.  I missed 
him  very  much,  but  I knew  he  was  on  a mission,  and  I had  to  respect  his  decision.  He  sent  us 
money  every  month.  He  saved  money  and  shortly  after  he  came  here,  he  bought  a very  nice 
house  in  a better  neighborhood  in  Brazil  for  us  to  live  in.  My  father's  hard  work  and 
determination  had  finally  paid  off.  Watching  how  my  father's  determination  made  a difference  in 
his  life  has  influenced  me  in  being  a determined  person  too.  Whenever  going  to  school,  being  a 
mother  and  a wife  gets  to  me,  I think  of  where  my  father's  determination  got  him  to  today,  and  I 
don't  give  up. 

My  father's  strength  is  just  amazing.  In  1990  my  father  was  a victim  of  a motorcycle 
accident.  He  was  coming  back  from  my  grandmother's  house  when,  at  a set  of  lights,  a car 
passing  through  a red  light  hit  the  right  side  of  my  father's  motorcycle.  The  accident  resulted  in 
great  injuries  to  my  father's  right  leg  and  foot,  and  it  also  made  life  very  challenging  for  my 
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parents.  My  parents  had  no  money,  so  my  father  almost  lost  his  right  leg  because  of  poor  medical 
assistance.  My  father  was  in  the  hospital  for  four  months  which  meant  no  income  coming  in.  My 
grandparents  and  the  church  my  parents  frequented  helped  my  parents  financially  and 
emotionally.  At  the  time  I was  four  years  old  and  my  mother  had  just  found  out  she  was  pregnant 
with  my  brother.  As  soon  as  my  father  got  out  of  the  hospital  he  went 
back  to  work.  He  used  crutches  for  two  years  and  to  this  day  whenever  it 
is  cloudy  outside  his  foot  bothers  him.  Some  days  he  would  work  feeling 
extremely  strong  pain  because  the  medicine  he  was  prescribed  was  too 
expensive  and  there  wasn't  enough  money  to  buy  it.  My  father  has 
always  been  strong  and  brave  for  his  family.  We  have  never  talked  about 
my  father's  accident  at  home.  He  doesn't  like  talking  about  it.  When  I was 
little  I used  to  always  ask  my  father  about  it,  and  he  would  change  the  subject.  One 
day  I asked  my  father,  "Father  can  you  tell  me  how  the  accident  happened?" 

He  answered,  "I  don't  remember  anymore.  It's  been  a long  time." 

Then  I said,  "How  can  you  forget  something  like  that?" 

"Memories  of  that  nature  I don't  carry  on  with  me.  It  is  in  the  past,  and  that's  where  I like 
to  keep  it!"  My  father's  strength  has  definitely  inspired  me  to  be  a stronger  person.  Whenever 
there  are  obstacles  along  the  way  in  my  life,  I think  of  what  my  father  would  have  done.  I know 
that  he  would  never  walk  away  from  it.  He  would  face  it  like  he  always  has! 

My  father  has  always  had  a good  sense  of  humor.  Whenever  I'm  around  my  father  I just 
can't  stop  laughing.  It  amazes  me  the  way  he  faces  things  in  life.  He  never  makes  a big  deal  out 
of  things  and  he  is  not  judgmental.  In  December  of  last  year  my  husband,  my  daughter,  my 
parents-in-law  and  I went  to  Brazil  to  visit  my  family.  My  grandmother  had  passed  away  just 
three  months  before,  so  I didn't  get  to  see  her.  I was  very  close  to  her,  and  I hadn't  seen  her  in 
four  years,  so  the  fact  that  she  had  passed  away  was  very  devastating  to  me.  My  father  knew  how 
much  she  meant  to  me,  so  he  made  sure  he  went  with  me  to  the  cemetery  to  visit  my  beloved 
grandmother's  grave.  He  was  cracking  up  jokes  the  whole  way  to  the  cemetery  to  cheer  me  up 
because  he  knows  it  doesn't  take  much  to  make  me  laugh.  When  we  got  closer  to  the  cemetery  he 
asked  me,  "How  many  people  do  you  think  are  dead  in  there?" 

I answered,  "I  don't  know  father.  Why  do  you  ask?" 

"They  are  all  dead!"  he  replied.  I translated  what  he  had  said  to  my  husband,  and  the 
three  of  us  started  laughing.  It  was  also  the  first  time  he  had  been  back  there  to  visit  my 
grandmother's  grave,  so  it  must  have  been  hard  for  him  because  after  all  she  was  his  mother. 
Even  though  it  was  hard  for  him  to  be  there  with  me  he  kept  his  sense  of  humor.  My  father's 
good  sense  of  humor  has  influenced  me  not  to  look  at  life  too  seriously.  I don't  make  a big  deal 
out  of  things  when  I know  there  is  another  way  of  dealing  with  it.  That's  what  my  father  would 
do! 

My  father  has  influenced  me  to  be  a better  person  because  of  his  determination,  strength 
and  good  sense  of  humor.  Now  that  I'm  an  adult  and  have  my  own  family  I realize  how  many 
sacrifices  and  troubles  my  father  had  to  go  through  for  his  wife  and  kids.  People  have  said  to  me 
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that  they  can't  imagine  leaving  their  family  behind  to  go  to  another  country.  I don't  feel  like  my 
father  left  us  behind.  The  way  I see  it  is  my  father  was  very  brave  to  do  so.  He  didn't  do  it  for 
himself,  but  he  did  it  for  us.  In  fact,  he  didn't  enjoy  being  away  from  his  family  and  working 
three  different  jobs.  My  father  has  always  stood  up  for  his  family.  He  has  always  done  his  best 
for  us  and  I love  him  very  much  for  it. 


Theilly  Halladay,  23,  lives  in  Kingston,  NH  with  her  husband  and  two  year  old  daughter.  She  is 
studying  to  be  a dental  hygienist.  Theilly  was  in  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander’s  Basic  Writing 
course  in  the  summer  of  2009.  “Before  this  semester  I did  not  like  not  like  writing  at  all.  I 
always  thought  that  I could  not  write  anything  someone  would  ever  want  to  read.  ” Now,  Theilly 
feels  more  confident  about  her  writing. 
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Always  and  Forever 
by  Milady  Figueroa 

Sixteen  years  ago  when  my  family  decided  to  go  out  to  eat  at  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken,  it 
was  one  of  those  days  we  never  saw  coming.  It  was  a wonderful  day  to  walk  to  the  restaurant.  It 
was  beautiful  out  and  there  was  a slight  breeze.  The  sky  looked  as  if  you  could  paint  colors  on 
the  clouds.  When  the  air  brushed  up  against  our  skin  we  could  feel  the  cool  mist  breeze  against 
our  Shirley  Temple  black  hair.  It  was  still  spring  out  but  the  weather  felt  very  calming  and 
relaxing.  We  didn't  live  far  away  from  the  restaurant.  It  was  only  a block  from  our  cozy  duplex. 
My  family  was  still  fresh  to  this  country.  We  had  just  moved  from  San  German,  Puerto  Rico.  My 
mother,  Moraima,  hadn't  really  learned  how  to  speak  English  at  the  time.  My  Abuelita 
(grandmother)  grew  up  in  New  York,  so  she  was  fine  speaking  the  language.  Little  did  I know  I 
was  about  to  learn  how  racism  could  hurt  someone  and  how  my  mom  protects  our  beloved 
family. 

Kentucky  Fried  Chicken  had  a special  going  on,  all  you  can  eat  until  5 p.m.  My 
mother  paid  for  everybody  except  for  my  older  sister  who  was  only  six  at  the  time.  Melanie 
and  I were  one  year  younger  than  my  sister  Stephanie.  Stephanie  tugged  on  my  mom's  sleeve 
and  said,  "Mommy  I'm  not  hungry!  I ate  before  coming  over  here." 

"Ok  baby,  then  you  just  sit  and  wait  for  us,"  my  mother  replied.  My  mother  told  my 
Abuelita  what  she  wanted  to  order  for  us  for  food.  Abuelita  walked  over  to  the  register  and  began 
to  order.  The  cashier  looked  as  if  she  was  fifty  years  old.  She  was  wearing  an  over  sized  uniform 
with  the  colors  red  and  beige  and  hints  of  blue  on  her  collar.  The  colors  made  her  skin  look  as  if 
she  was  pale  green.  She  was  so  skinny  that  it  looked  like  she  had  lost  fifty  pounds  in  less  than  a 
day.  Pier  hair  was  blonde  with  whitish  grayish  highlights  in  it.  It  was  pulled  back  in  to  a messy 
bun.  When  she  would  speak  you  could  see  her  teeth  that  looked  like  they  were  a blackish 
yellowish  color.  Her  teeth  looked  like  she  smoked  too  much  and  ate  too  much  candy.  Her  face 
had  indents  of  wrinkles  on  each  side  of  her  eyes  and  lips.  "Hello  how  you  doing  today?"  asked 
the  customer  representative. 

"I'm  good  and  you?"  Abuelita  replied. 

"Fine!"  she  said  with  a hint  of  rudeness  in  her. 

"What  would  you  like  today?"  the  representative  asked,  with  a smirk  on  her  face. 

"I  would  like  to  pay  for  four  of  my  family  members  and  get  a pitcher  of  soda  sent  to  my 
table,"  my  grandma  told  the  representative.  My  grandmother  was  only  paying  for  herself,  her 
twin  grandchildren  and  her  daughter-in-law.  The  oldest  said  she  wasn't  hungry.  "Is  there  one 
person  in  your  family  not  eating,"  the  representative  asked  my  grandma. 

"That's  correct,  my  oldest  grandchild  said  she  wasn't  hungry,"  my  grandmother  replied. 

The  lady  gave  my  grandmother  her  receipt  and  said,  "Your  pitcher  of  soda  will  be  up  in  a 
couple  of  minutes."  Abuelita  grabbed  the  plates  and  headed  back  to  the  table.  As  soon  as  she  got 
to  the  table,  she  passed  out  the  plates.  I was  so  excited  to  eat  I couldn't  stop  jumping  up  and 
down  from  my  seat.  I was  starving.  I didn't  really  have  a big  breakfast. 
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After  my  mom  sat  down  and  got  everybody  food  with  the  exception  of  my  sister,  we  said 
our  prayers  and  started  to  eat.  A couple  of  minutes  passed  and  my  older  sister  in  an  instant 
decided  to  grab  a fried  drum  stick.  The  cashier  noticed,  from  the  corner  of  her  eye  that  my  sister 
Stephanie  took  the  drum  stick.  She  came  over  at  once  and  yelled,  "She  can't  eat  out  of  your 
plate." 

"Que  ella  me  dice?"  my  mother  asked  my  grandmother.  ("What  did  she  say?") 

"Que  Stephanie  no  puede  comer  de  tu  plato,"  my  grandmother  replied. 

("That  Stephanie  can't  eat  out  of  your  plate.") 

"Por  que  no,  yo  pague  por  mi  plato!"  my  mother  replied  angrily  ("Why  not,  I paid  for  my 

plate.") 

"Why  can't  she  eat  from  her  plate?  That's  her  daughter,  she's  not  even  eating  a full  meal," 
my  Abuelita  asked  the  customer  representative. 

"You  guys  can't  eat  here  if  she  doesn't  get  her  own  food,  you  guys  have  to  leave,  and 
you're  not  welcomed  to  eat  here  anymore,"  the  lady  said  with  rudeness  and  a high  tone  of  voice. 

"Los  estan  botando,  ella  los  dijo  que  nos  tenemos  que  ir,  no  puedemos  comer  qui," 
(They’re  throwing  us  out,  we  can't  eat  here  anymore)  my  grandmother  told  my  mom. 

"This  is  America  we  speak  English!"  the  representative  replied  yelling  at  my  whole 

family. 

All  of  our  faces  turned  a scarlet  red,  even  though  we  didn't  know  how  to  speak  English 
we  could  understand  her.  We  felt  as  if  she  had  something  against  us  or  our  kind.  My  mother 
was  appalled  by  the  scene  the  customer  service  representative  was  making.  All  the  people  in 
the  restaurant  stopped  eating  to  look  in  our  direction.  My  mother  felt  the  glares  from  the 
customers  in  the  restaurant  that  she  got  frustrated  and  started  crying.  She  was  full  of 
embarrassment  and  anger  that  she  had  her  fists  clenched  so  tight  you  could  see  her  knuckles 
turning  a pale  white  and  clenched  her  lips  together  into  a tight  line.  My  mother  was  so  angry 
that  she  had  tears  coming  down  her  face. 

Since  she  had  not  yet  mastered  how  to  speak  English  she  couldn't  really  speak  to  the 
representative  directly.  So  my  mother  got  up,  picked  up  all  the  food,  put  it  on  the  tray,  went  to 
the  counter,  and  threw  it  really  hard  on  the  counter.  At  that  moment  everything  really  seemed  to 
go  in  slow  motion.  All  you  heard  was  swoosh,  smack,  eep,  plump.  The  corn  went  flying  through 
the  air  splashing  on  her  uniform,  the  walls,  counter,  face,  and  the  register.  The  corn  also  went 
flying  through  the  air  hitting  the  representative  right  smack  on  the  face.  You  could  only  really 
concentrate  on  the  corn  mixed  with  gravy  slowly  sliding  down  her  cheek,  as  if  it  was  a slug.  The 
macaroni  all  tangled  in  her  messy  hair,  and  the  chicken  spattered  all  over  her  white  counters. 
The  soda  made  stains  and  pooled  on  her  khaki  work  pants.  The  lady  was  startled  by  my  mom's 
actions.  It  took  her  a few  minutes  to  speak. 

"Ca  ca  calllll  the  police,"  she  yelled  stuttering. 
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The  representative  went  running  for  the  phone  to  call  the  authorities  as  we  were  leaving 
the  restaurant.  As  my  mother  and  grandmother  grabbed  us  and  started  walking  back  to  our 
house,  I still  couldn't  believe  what  had  just  happened.  My  sisters  and  I were  still  shaken  and 
crying  as  well.  I was  also  frightened  that  my  mother  was  going  to  get  in  trouble  with  the 
authorities.  I didn't  want  her  to  be  taken  away.  I didn't  really  understand  what  had  just  happened 
but  what  I did  know  was  that  my  mom  defended  our  family  and  that  she  really  loves  our  family. 

I could  see  it  in  her  eyes.  She  kept  saying  over  and  over  again,  "Nobody  is  going  to  treat  my 
family  like  that!"  It's  like  when  we  were  three  years  old  and  my  sisters  and  I got  the  chickenpox 
at  the  same  time.  She  stayed  by  our  side  twenty-four  hours  a day  taking  care  of  us  until  we  got 
better.  In  an  instant  I stopped  and  told  my  mom,  "Mommy  I don't  want  to  go  to  jail." 

"Why  would  you  go  to  jail?"  she  said  in  Spanish. 

"Because  I still  have  a drumstick,"  I said  crying  and  wiping  my  tears  off  my 

face. 

"You're  not  going  to  go  to  jail  baby,  I love  you  and  I would  never  let 
anything  happen  to  you.  You  always  remember  that."  She  spoke  in  Spanish  with 
humor  in  her  tone  of  voice.  She  kissed  my  cheek  and  gave  me  one  of  her  big  bear 
hugs,  while  whispering  in  my  ear,  "I  love  you  always  and  forever."  I put  a huge  smile  on  my 
face  and  started  eating  the  drumstick  I never  got  to  finish. 

Even  though  I was  five  years  old  I remember  that  day  as  if  it  was  yesterday.  It's  one  of 
my  biggest  childhood  memories  that  impacted  me  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  This  memory  is  always 
at  the  back  of  my  mind.  It  was  the  moment  where  I really  knew  my  mother  loved  me,  and  that 
she  will  always  be  there  for  me  through  my  toughest  moments  to  the  day  I die.  I learned  many 
things  that  day.  One  that  my  mom  loved  me  and  two,  was  about  racism;  being  racist  is  the  most 
absurd  thing  I ever  saw.  I really  didn't  understand  what  racism  was  when  I was  five  years  old.  As 
I grew  up  and  learned  more  about  racism,  I understood  why  my  mother  reacted  in  the  way  she 
did  many  years  ago. 


Milady  Figueroa  is  21  and  lives  in  Haverhill,  MA.  She  is  majoring  in  criminal  justice  and  is 
pursuing  a career  as  a probation  officer.  Milady  was  in  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander’s  Basic 
Writing  course  and  enjoys  hanging  out  with  her  friends  and  reading. 
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Scarred  for  Life 
by  Amanda  Campbell 

It  was  early  at  night  around  6:30  p.m.  in  our  home  at  63  Newton  Street  in  February  of 
2005.  My  sister  Allison  and  I were  watching  TV  in  the  living  room  when  we  heard  a knock  at  the 
door.  The  guys  upstairs  had  informed  us  that  they  were  having  a party  and  wanted  us  to  come. 
We  tried  asking  our  mom  if  she  would  let  us  go  and  we  promised  that  we  would  be  back  at 
midnight.  Her  answer  to  that  was  a strict  "NO!"  From  that  moment  on  my  life  changed  from 
being  great  to  being  horrible. 

We  both  didn't  like  that  answer  at  all  and  would  do  anything  to  go  to  that  party.  For  about 
half  an  hour,  we  were  trying  to  build  a plan  to  sneak  out  without  any  suspicions.  That  night,  I 
decided  to  be  a decoy  for  Allison  so  she  could  figure  out  the  plans.  I went  into  the  living  room 
where  it  was  off  from  the  kitchen  and  talked  to  my  mom  about  school,  to  pass  time.  After  a 
while  I noticed  that  my  mom  was  getting  tired  so  I rushed  to  my  room  and  told  my  sister  that  our 
mom  was  about  to  fall  asleep  any  minute.  We  turned  off  all  the  lights  in  our  room  so  that  my 
mom  would  think  that  we  were  asleep.  Both  of  us  waited  at  our  door  with  our  ears  pressed  up 
against  it  to  hear  when  she  got  into  her  room  and  closed  her  door.  When  the  coast  was  clear  my 
sister  and  I went  into  the  bathroom  and  got  on  our  prettiest  outfits  to  impress  the  gentlemen 
upstairs.  When  we  were  both  all  set,  we  slowly  tiptoed  into  the  kitchen  where  the  entrance  door 
was  right  there.  Now  we  had  it  good  because  when  coming  into  our  house,  the  entrance  and  exit 
were  both  connected  to  the  kitchen  and  our  room  was  to  the  right.  We  didn't  have  to  do  so  much 
sneaking  around.  When  my  sister  and  I thought  that  we  were  in  the  clear  we  quietly  opened  the 
entrance  door.  To  our  surprise  we  forgot  that  the  door  creaked.  So  we  had  to  make  up  a quick 
"plan  of  attack"  as  we  used  to  call  it  when  we  were  little.  I came  up  with  the  fastest  idea  I could 
which,  to  tell  you  the  truth  I didn't  think  over  at  all.  "Ok,"  I said  in  a whisper,  "If  the  door  can't 
work  then  how  about  we  climb  out  the  window  and  from  there  we  can  go  upstairs?"  I finished 
with  a questioning  face.  Allison  didn't  know  what  else  to  do  so  she  agreed.  Mind  you,  it  was 
February  and  the  ground  wasn't  exactly  soft  and  moist.  So  instead  of  tying  blankets  together  and 
fastening  them  to  our  beds,  which  was  the  best  thing  to  do  in  that  case,  we  peeked  out  of  the 
window  to  see  how  far  down  our  landing  was  going  to  be.  I had  seen  some  snow  on  the  ground 
but  not  enough  to  have  it  help  our  landing. 

Next  I found  a little  object,  a pen  to  be  exact  and  dropped  it  to  see  if  it  sank  into  the 
snow;  it  didn't.  But  we  figured  if  we  slid  down  the  wall  of  the  house  then  we  wouldn't  get  hurt 
as  much.  I suggested  Allison  to  go  first  and  she  agreed.  "Amanda,  what  I want  you  to  do  is  I'm 
going  to  climb  out  and  hang  on  to  your  arms  until  I say  to  let  go  okay?"  She  looked  at  me  until 
I responded. 

"Are  you  sure,  Al?"  I answered  in  a worried  face. 

"This  was  your  idea  Amanda  and  I'm  going  along  with  it,  so  yeah  I'm  sure,"  Allison 

replied. 
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Allison  started  climbing  out  the  window  and  I did  my  best  to  follow  her  directions.  As  I 
held  onto  her  arms  and  she  held  mine,  I lost  grip  and  accidently  let  her  slip.  She  fell  and  landed 
on  the  ground  pretty  hard.  "Oh  my  God!  Allison  are  you  okay?"  I said  in  a frightened  voice.  She 
was  in  so  much  shock  that  she  didn't  answer  immediately.  Then  she  told  me  that  I needed  to 
hurry  up  as  she  cried  because  of  the  pain  of  her  frostbitten  hands  and  her  damaged  tailbone. 

Now  it  was  my  turn.  I had  thought  of  another  way  to  get  out  but  again  didn't  stop  to  think 
of  the  consequences.  I sat  on  the  window  sill  as  to  leap  out  of  the  window.  To  tell  the  truth  I was 
scared  too  but  I didn't  want  to  leave  my  sister  out  there  alone.  So  I counted  in  my  head  as  well  as 
out  loud  "1,  2,  3 ...  1,2,3  ...  Allison  I don't  think  I can  do  this."  I said. 

"No,  Amanda  you  need  to.  I didn't  do  this  for  nothing.  Just  try  and  don't  think  of 
anything  but  that  party,"  she  calmly  said  to  me. 

So  again  I counted"  1,  2,  3 ...  1,  2,  3 ...  ,"  and  at  the  last  count  of  three  I leapt  out 
and  dropped  to  the  ground.  I couldn't  believe  that  I had  just  done  that. 

My  mind  was  racing  and  I couldn't  cry  at  all,  even  if  I wanted  to.  My  hands  automatically 
gripped  the  snow  covered  grass  wishing  to  take  away  the  shocking  pain  that  went  through  me.  I 
knew  from  that  moment  I had  broken  my  foot.  I couldn't  get  any  assistance  from  Allison  as  she 
wanted  to  just  go  back  inside  and  forget  about  the  party.  I crawled  on  all  fours  because  I knew 
that  I wouldn't  be  able  to  walk.  The  pain  in  my  foot  was  so  excruciating  that  I took  roughly 
about  ten  to  fifteen  minutes  to  get  to  the  door  and  in  my  room.  When  I finally  got  settled,  my 
sister  helped  me  get  my  shoes  off.  From  that  point  I noticed  that  my  foot  was  swollen  and  my 
big  toe  was  bent  the  opposite  way.  I didn't  know  the  first  thing  to  do  so  my  sister  ran  to  my 
mom's  room  and  told  her  that  I broke  my  foot.  My  mom  came  into  the  room  exhausted  and 
noticed  how  bad  it  really  was.  She  made  me  try  to  move  my  big  toe  but  I didn't  even  want  to  go 
through  with  that  idea  because  my  foot  was  in  the  worst  pain  ever.  She  asked  me  how  I had 
managed  to  break  my  foot.  Neither  my  sister  nor  I had  the  guts  to  tell  her  the  truth.  I made  a 
story  up  saying  that  I needed  to  go  to  the  bathroom  and  it  was  really  dark  and  didn't  notice  that 
the  cat  was  near  me  so  I tripped  over  it  and  landed  in  the  cracks  of  my  bed.  She  knew  right  off 
the  bat  that  it  wasn't  the  best  lie  I made,  but  she  wasn't  in  the  mood  to  find  out  the  real  truth.  She 
called  her  boyfriend  into  the  room  and  made  him  examine  the  problem.  He  knew  that  I needed  to 
go  to  the  hospital  right  away.  Allison  woke  up  my  brother  from  his  deep  sleep  and  asked  him  to 
assist  me  into  the  car.  I was  crying  the  whole  time. 

From  that  point  the  only  thing  I remembered  was  that  one  of  the  hospital  assistants  put  in 
an  IV  and  gave  me  a dose  of  Morphine.  It  didn't  even  take  a minute  before  it  kicked  in 
and  made  me  pass  out.  The  next  day  I woke  up  to  see  a cast 
some  get  well  flowers  and  candy.  I was  so  drowsy  from  the  pail 
I didn't  realize  my  mom  was  even  in  the  room.  A nurse  came 
after  and  helped  me  learn  to  walk  with  crutches.  When  I was 
the  lesson,  they  told  me  I was  free  to  go  home. 
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To  this  day  my  scar  reminds  me  of  the  stupidity  that  came  over  my  mind  when  I jumped 
out  the  window  for  a party  that  would  probably  not  last  even  two  hours.  My  foot  healed  within 
two  to  three  months  and  I could  finally  get  my  cast  off.  I was  shocked  to  discover  that  it  took 
two  pins  and  eight  stitches  to  fix  my  foot  completely.  My  lesson  was  definitely  learned  and  it 
was  for  the  better.  I will  never  again  suggest  something  without  thinking  it  over  twice. 


Amanda  Campbell,  19,  of  Lawrence,  MA  took  Pat  Scannell’s  fall  2009  Basic  Writing  course.  She 
is  majoring  in  nursing  and  says,  “I  love  writing  and  I have  a good  attitude  about  writing 
essays.  " 
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A Day  to  Remember 
By  Roumiana  Kenney 


• th 

It  was  a beautiful  warm  fall  day  in  the  afternoon  of  October  5 in  200 1 . The  weather  was 
unusually  hot,  warm  and  very  dry  for  that  time  of  year.  Even  the  trees  still  looked  like  it  was 
summer,  they  were  still  very  green  and  juicy.  If  you  did  not  know  it  was  in  the  beginning  of 
October,  you  could  not  tell  that  it  was  autumn.  I was  born  and  raised  in  Bulgaria,  but  my 
daughter,  Jennifer,  never  had  the  chance  to  feel  the  cruelty  and  hate  in  that  country  the  same  way 
I had.  My  daughter  Jennifer,  who  was  only  seven  months  old  at  the  time,  and  I were  sitting  in  the 
airplane,  on  our  way  to  Germany.  We  were  going  there  because  we  had  to  change  planes  and  be 
on  our  way  to  America.  However,  I had  just  turned  twenty  years  old  a couple  of  months  prior  to 
our  trip  and  I remember  my  mom  always  saying  to  me,  "A  baby  taking  care  of  a baby."  I guess 
my  mom  was  right.  I had  never  been  on  an  airplane  before  and  I was  kind  of  nervous,  scared  and 
at  the  same  time  a little  bit  excited.  Little  did  I know,  that  day  I'd  learned  that  life  will  always 
bring  me  surprises  and  I had  better  be  ready  for  them. 

My  daughter  Jennifer  and  I were  sitting  in  the  airplane,  the  seats  were  very  comfortable, 
soft,  and  very  roomy.  I loved  that.  On  the  back  of  each  seat  they  had  a TV  screen  with  a silver 
outline,  and  a Sony  logo  stamp  on  them.  The  flight  itself  was  going  to  be  about  three  hours 
before  we  got  to  Germany,  so  Jennifer  and  I were  watching  Sponge  Bob  on  the  Disney  channel 
and  eating  baby  Cheerios.  Everything  seemed  perfect,  but  I was  feeling  very  lonely  and  scared. 
Maybe  I felt  that  way  because  I had  never  left  my  mother  alone  for  more  than  a day,  and  now  I 
was  leaving  her  forever  and  not  only  that,  but  also  moving 
to  a different  country  by  myself.  I knew  that  my 
sister  Fani,  who  moved  to  America  in  1998,  was  going 
to  meet  us  at  Logan  International  Airport  in  Boston  and 
from  there  she  was  going  to  drive  Jennifer  and  me  to  her  house  in 
Dracut,  MA. 

It  was  about  nine  o'clock  when  the  stewardess  came  and 
asked  me,  "What  are  you  going  to  have  for  supper,  we  have  chicken  and  rice  with  veggies  or 
pasta  with  Saloio  bread  and  parmesan  cheese,  and  for  dessert  plain  yogurt  with  strawberries."  Or 
that  is  what  I thought  she  had  said.  I told  her  that  I would  have  the  chicken  with  veggies  and 
dessert.  After  she  left  I took  Jennifer  out  of  her  baby  chair,  and  we  went  for  a walk  around  the 
plane.  Walking  through  the  aisles  was  fun;  she  was  smiling  and  laughing  at  everything  that  came 
before  her  eyes.  I remember  most  people  were  saying  stuff,  but  I did  not  know  what  they  were 
saying  because  I did  not  speak  any  English  at  that  time.  It  was  around  twenty  past  nine  when  I 
took  Jenny  to  the  bathroom.  I changed  her  diaper,  and  I dressed  her  up  with  her  pink  fluffy 
bunny  pajamas.  She  looked  like  a bunny. 

Finally,  it  was  time  for  supper.  On  the  back  of  every  seat  there  was  a little  white  tray,  so 
right  before  the  flight  attendant  came  to  our  seats  I pulled  the  trays  down.  Even  though  it  was 
almost  9:30  p.m.  the  sunlight  was  coming  through  both  sides  of  the  plane,  and  it  made 
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everything  so  bright  and  clear.  The  whole  plane  smelled  like  chicken  and  pasta,  and  it  made  me 
even  hungrier.  To  my  surprise  even  Jenny  got  a whole  meal,  I tried  to  tell  the  waitress  that  she 
cannot  eat  that,  but  she  just  smiled  and  gave  me  a couple  more  napkins.  At  that  time  I felt  kind  of 
thirsy  so  I asked  the  flight  attendant,  "Water  me  please." 

She  smiled  and  said,"  Do  you  want  water?" 

"Um,  yeah,  I guess  so,"  I said.  She  reached  down  into  her  cart,  pulled  out  a bottle  of 
water,  and  gave  it  to  me.  At  that  moment  I thought,  “Wow  I actually  was  able  to  order  my  drink, 
and  people  knew  what  I was  asking  for.”  I felt  very  proud  of  myself.  Jenny  and  I were  eating 
supper  and  watching  Mickey's  Play  House  when  suddenly  she  looked  at  me  and  pointed  at  the 
strawberry  cup  which  was  sitting  right  on  my  food  tray.  I looked  at  her  and  just  could  not  resist, 
she  had  that  big  smile  on  her  face,  so  I gave  her  a strawberry.  She  opened  her  little  tiny  hands 
and  I put  the  strawberry  right  in  her  palm,  she  was  very  happy.  However,  before  I knew  it  she 
was  covered  with  strawberries,  her  face,  hands  and  pajamas  were  all  red.  Five  minutes  went  by 
and  suddenly  Jenny  pulled  my  shirt  with  her  hands,  I looked  at  her  and  the  first  thing  I noticed 
was  that  she  had  hard  time  breathing.  Her  face  was  very  red  and  she  looked  like  she  was  choking 
on  something  but  I did  not  know  what  it  could  have  been  at  the  time.  At  first  I panicked,  but  then 
I snapped  out  of  it  and  I knew  that  something  needed  to  be  done  right  away.  I jumped  out  of  my 
seat,  grabbed  Jenny  and  started  to  cry  because  I knew  that  there  was  something  terribly  wrong 
with  her.  One  of  the  flight  attendants  saw  that  I had  a problem,  came  over  and  asked  me,  "Is 
everything  all  right?" 

I did  not  know  what  to  answer  her  and  just  kept  saying,  "No,  no,  no." 

She  kept  asking  me  other  things,  but  I could  not  answer  her.  Before  I even  knew  it  there 
were  probably  around  twenty  people  around  us  talking  and  asking  questions;  however,  I was  so 
stressed  to  even  talk  to  any  of  them.  To  my  surprise  a woman  came  and  said  to  me,  "Hi,  my 
name  is  Ana,  and  I am  from  Bulgaria  too.  I am  a doctor  and  that  is  why  I came,"  saying  this  in 
Bulgarian.  At  that  moment  I felt  that  I was  not  alone  and  that  Ana  was  going  to  help  us.  Ana 
took  Jenny  out  of  my  hands  and  put  her  on  the  seat  right  next  to  me,  and  told  me  to  relax.  I felt 
like  I was  going  to  die,  my  stomach  felt  like  a oversized  football,  and  my  heart  was  pounding  so 
fast  and  hard  that  I could  barely  catch  my  breath.  It  was  probably  only  a few  seconds  or  maybe 
one  or  two  minutes  before  I saw  Ana  pulling  out  of  Jenny's  throat  that  same  strawberry  I had 
given  her  earlier.  The  strawberry  was  way  too  big  for  her  little  tiny  throat  and  she  was  choking 
on  it.  I felt  very  happy  and  at  the  same  time  I was  so  angry  at  myself.  Jenny  looked  much  better 
and  was  smiling  at  the  woman  who  practically  saved  her  life.  I did  not  know  what  to  say  or  do; 
all  I was  thinking  at  that  moment  was  how  lucky  I was  to  get  all  the  help  I needed  for  Jenny. 
Thank  God. 

As  Jennifer  and  I left  Logan  International  Airport  and  started  to  head  to  our  new  home,  I 
had  a short  time  to  reflect  on  what  had  happened  that  day.  I realized  how  young  and  foolish  I had 
been.  My  sister  had  advised  me  many  times  to  make  sure  that  I study  English  before  I come  to 
the  states,  but  I did  not  listen  and  kept  doing  whatever  I thought  it  was  right  for  Jenny  and  me. 
Boy  was  I wrong.  If  I knew  how  to  speak  English  there  would  have  been  no  panic,  screaming 
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and  most  importantly  people  would  have  known  what  was  really  going  on  and  helped  us  right 
away.  I made  a decision  that  day:  I was  going  to  listen  to  the  people  I love  and  care  about,  and 
take  action  right  away  instead  of  just  going  with  the  flow. 

What  happened  that  day  will  stay  with  me  forever.  I learned  to  look  and  check  things 
twice,  literally,  and  to  weigh  the  risk  before  I act.  I now  know  that  I should  have  never  given 
Jenny  that  strawberry  in  the  first  place,  but  I guess  it  was  meant  to  happen  so  I could  see  how 
fragile  life  really  is.  The  lesson  I learned  that  day  has  shaped  me  into  a better  person  and  mom. 
In  the  future  I hope  that  I will  never  need  to  learn  another  lesson  like  that  again;  I will  do  my 
best  to  stay  out  of  any  trouble. 


Roumiana  Kenney  is  29  and  lives  in  North  Andover,  MA.  She  is  pursuing  a career  in  nursing  and 
enjoys  spending  time  with  her  family  and  friends.  Roumania  was  in  Clare  Thompson- 
Ostrander ’s  Basic  Writing  course  in  the  fall  of 2009. 
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The  Magic  Box 
by  Ilafida  Taki 


I started  watching  TV  when  I was  in  my  country,  Morocco.  A long  time  ago,  Moroccan 
TV  was  limited  and  controlled  by  the  governments,  especially  the  news.  When  I was  watching 
it,  everything  looked  fine  with  no  problems  in  the  country  or  needs.  However,  newscasters  were 
prohibited  from  discussing  those  issues  on  TV.  Then  I changed  to  watch  American  channels 
since  I knew  that  I would  move  to  America.  I have  been  addicted  to  watching  food  channels  and 
movies.  TV  helps  me  to  learn  English,  connects  me  to  American  culture  and  relaxes  me. 

I try  to  watch  American  movies  in  order  to  learn  English.  I studied  a few  hours  of  English 
in  high  school.  I used  to  watch  Arabic  channels  and  French  channels  because  those  are  the 
languages  I learned  in  school.  However,  when  I got  married  to  my  husband  who  lives  in 

America,  I forced  myself  to  learn  English.  Even  though  the  American 
English  pronunciation  is  different  than  British  English,  I could 
understand  the  meaning.  Furthermore,  I followed  the  songs  on  TV 
every  day  at  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  especially  when  my  English 
teacher  advised  me  to  listen  carefully,  and  try  to  write  the  words  of  the 
songs.  I had  a lot  of  fun  with  her  in  my  house  because  sometimes  she 
brings  me  a song  with  missing  words  and  she  wanted  me  to  feel  words 
missing  when  I was  listening  to  music.  However,  I wrote  only  two  incorrect  words  the  first  time. 
Then,  I learned  after  that  how  to  do  the  whole  song.  I really  learned  many  English  words  when  I 
was  watching  American  TV. 

TV  has  connected  me  to  American  culture  without  traveling.  Watching  American  channels 
on  my  Moroccan  TV  was  a positive  advantage  for  me,  because  I was  watching  only  Moroccan 
channels,  but  later  on  my  parents  paid  for  foreign  channels  too.  I learned  about  the  celebrations 
that  Americans  have  before  I came  to  live  in  the  United  States.  For  example,  I had  knowledge 
about  Thanksgiving,  Halloween  and  Christmas.  All  these  celebrations  were  new  for  me,  but  I 
had  a general  idea  about  them.  My  best  channel  until  now  is  the  Food  Network.  I learned  many 
recipes  from  watching  the  iron  chefs  like  Bobby  Flay,  Rachael  Ray  and  Emeril  Lagasse. 
However,  when  I came  to  America,  I tried  to  sustain  watching  my  channels  with  my  husband. 
Then  I observed  that  he  didn't  like  the  shows  for  many  reasons,  and  the  first  one  was  because  it 
made  him  feel  hungry,  but  he  preferred  watching  Discovery  Channel  or  Court  TV. 
Therefore,  I had  an  idea  about  American  culture  before  I came  to  live  in  America.  I TV* 
received  it  from  "the  magic  box,"  the  nickname  that  my  mom  gave  to  TV.  \ 

I prefer  to  watch  TV  because  it  relaxes  me  after  I finish  my  work.  My  best  place  to 
watch  TV  is  in  the  living  room  because  I have  more  space  to  lie  down  without  annoyance 
from  my  son  Rayan,  who  is  only  four  years  old.  However,  if  I try  to  watch  TV  from  his  room, 

I will  have  a big  problem  because  of  the  way  he  jumps  around  and  spreads  all  of  his  toys 
makes  me  nervous.  Sometimes  if  I can't  sleep  for  any  reason,  I go  directly  to  the  living  room 
and  turn  on  the  TV  then  start  looking  for  something  good  to  watch  until  I fall  asleep.  For 
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example,  that  happened  just  yesterday.  I was  so  exhausted  and  I couldn't  sleep;  all  of  my  body 
hurt  me.  Then  I got  out  of  my  bedroom  directly  opening  the  TV  in  order  to  watch  channel  38. 

I found  a program  already  started  and  I didn't  see  the  title,  but  it  was  about  parents  and  their 
children,  which  I enjoyed  watching.  TV  is  like  a little  change  far  from  the  homework  and  the 
house  work.  I feel  happy  when  I sit  down  and  watch  my  favorite  channel  without  being 
bothered  by  my  husband  or  my  son.  It  is  a real  break  for  me. 

TV  impacts  me  in  a negative  way.  I still  remember  when  I was  watching  a movie  with  a lot 
of  action  on  Saturday  evening  in  2004.  It  was  my  turn  to  cook  dinner  for  my  family.  However,  I 
started  cooking  so  quickly  in  order  to  watch  my  movie  which  I can't  remember  the  name  of  now, 
but  I knew  that  it  was  about  a beautiful  doll  who  made  a fearful  work  with  her  eyes  at  night. 
Therefore,  when  I heard  the  music  of  my  movie  start,  I ran  from  the  kitchen  to  the  living  room 
without  making  sure  that  the  food  would  cook  on  slow  cooking.  The  result  is  that  I was  happy  to 
finish  my  movie  but  the  dinner  was  burned.  My  mom  was  not  happy  with  that  and  she  said,  "You 
know!  The  way  you  are  watching  TV  without  checking  the  food  in  the  kitchen,  one  day  you  will 
burn  this  house." 

"Um,  no,  I didn't  notice  that  the  stove  was  on  high  temperature,"  I replied. 

"You  need  to  be  aware  that  you  left  us  without  dinner,  and  you  need  to  stop  that  behavior 
of  watching  without  thinking  about  your  previous  work,"  my  mom  shouted 

"I'm  sorry  Mom.  Everybody  will  have  dinner.  I'm  ready  to  do  it  now,"  I replied. 

"It's  late  now.  What  can  you  make?  Get  out  of  the  kitchen  or  wait  and  clean  that  burned  pot 
first,"  my  mom  shouted. 

I really  hated  that  evening  because  I left  my  family  without  dinner  and  that's  how  TV 
affects  me  until  I forgot  what  I was  doing. 

English  channels  on  TV  are  another  way  to  learn  English  additional  to  school.  I find  it 
more  helpful  for  me  because  sometimes  I get  tired  of  reading  an  English  book  and  do  not 
understand  it,  but  when  I am  watching  TV  I comprehend  from  looking  at  the  pictures  besides 
listening  to  the  words.  Also,  I learn  about  the  American  culture  from  following  that  celebration 
on  TV.  I love  watching  the  Food  Network  and  the  way  the  chefs  prepare  food  and  create  new 
ideas  to  introduce  food.  I really  can't  avoid  TV  from  my  life  because  when  I return  to  my  house  I 
like  to  watch  something  in  order  to  relax  me.  It's  a source  of  having  fun  when  I cannot  get 
outside.  Also,  I never  eat  my  meals  in  the  kitchen  even  if  I have  a big  one  because  I feel  more 
comfortable  to  do  that  when  I'm  watching  TV  in  my  living  room. 


Hafida  Taki,  30,  lives  in  Haverhill,  MA.  She  is  married  with  a four  year  old  son.  Hafida  took 
Basic  Writing  with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander  in  the  spring  of  2010.  Before  taking  Basic 
Writing  she  was  fearful  of  writing.  Now,  she  is  more  confident  in  her  writing  skills. 
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Communication  Age 
by  Thomas  Gontarz 


Radio  is  in  my  D.N.A.  My  father  was  a radio  operator  in  the  U.S.  Navy.  He  received  and 
sent  Morse  code  over  the  radio.  It  is  like  magic  how  a transmitter  sends  out  a signal  of 
electromagnetic  frequency,  and  a receiver  or  radio  receives  the  signal.  Then  the  signal  is 
eventually  converted  to  come  out  of  speakers.  Literally,  radio  is  a billion  dollar  business.  Radio 
is  entertaining,  educational  and  a way  to  share  what  I believe  in. 

The  first  thing  radio  does  is  entertain  me.  When  I go  to  school  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday 
I go  to  my  car  and  put  on  station  680  AM  WRKO.  Finneran’s  forum  is  on  from  5:30  to  9 a.m.  It 
is  very  informative  and  entertaining.  They  talk  about  the  day’s  events,  politics  and  it  is  a call-in 
format.  Laura  Ingram  follows  with  a lively  political  discussion.  Her  show  is  to  the  right  on  the 
political  spectrum  and  then  Rush  Limbaugh.  I like  politics  so  all  these  shows  entertain  me  as 
well  as  inform  me. 

Radio  gives  me  talk,  and  it  also  gives  me  music  for  entertainment.  The  River  92.5  FM  or 
WBCN  104  plays  the  music  that  I like  the  most.  Music  puts  me  in  a good  mood,  soothes  and 
distracts  me  from  my  own  boredom.  One  time  I was  with  this  girl  Faith,  and  we  both  liked  this 
new  song  by  Collective  Soul.  We  were  leaving  her  house  and  put  the  radio  on  in  the  car.  That 
song  was  on  at  that  very  moment.  I remember  how  it  made  us  both  happy  while  we  sang  it 
together.  It  affected  me  enough  that  I remember  it  to  this  day. 

Radio  is  also  educational.  Talk  radio  gives  me  a lot  of  information  to  absorb  on  a daily 
basis.  When  I was  young  my  mom  used  to  listen  to  a guy  on  the  radio  every  night  at  dinner.  His 

name  is  Roy  Masters,  and  he  is  still  on  every  day  on  950  AM  from  4 to 
4:30  p.m.  Roy  has  taught  me  and  my  mom  a lot.  In  my  opinion  it  is  the 
radio  at  its  best.  Roy  taught  me  a meditation  exercise  that  changed  my 
life  for  the  better.  This  meditation,  and  there  are  different  kinds,  raised 
my  ability  to  concentrate,  heightened  my  awareness  and  lengthened  my 
attention  span.  I believe  this  program  called  "How  Your  Mind  Can  Keep  You 
Well"  helped  me  and  my  mom  greatly.  Ten  years  ago  I called  Roy  about  a problem  I was  having 
with  a girlfriend.  I asked  Roy  what  I should  do.  He  said,  "Don't  resent  her  because  she  cannot 
help  herself.  You  are  not  responsible  for  her.  Leave  her  alone.  You  feel  like  you  are  hanging  in 
the  balance,  don't  you?" 

I responded,  "How  did  you  know  that?" 

"When  you  understand  a few  things  about  human  nature  you  understand  people,"  Roy 
said.  I don't  remember  the  details  but  at  the  time  Roy  impressed  me  with  his  understanding. 

Radio  is  a way  to  share  my  opinions  with  other  people  too.  If  I am  listening  to  a call-in 
talk  show  and  the  subject  interests  me  enough  I call  in  to  voice  my  opinion.  Many  times  I have 
called  and  gotten  on  the  air.  It  is  fun,  and  free  speech  is  one  of  the  great  things  about  America. 
One  time  a talk  show  host  from  Los  Angeles  was  visiting  Boston.  His  name  was  Johnny  Angel. 
Johnny  was  denigrating  the  owner  of  Kohl’s  department  store.  According  to  Johnny,  the  owner 
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of  Kohl’s  was  getting  too  big,  and  he  was  putting  the  little  guy  out  of  business.  He  also  said  the 
owner  was  a communist.  I did  not  agree  so  I called  in.  When  I got  on  I said,  "Hi  Johnny  Angel; 
listen,  as  you  serve  in  this  life  so  you  grow.  Do  you  think  Sam  Walton  is  a bad  guy  for  becoming 
so  big  too?" 

"But  the  owner  of  Kohl’s  is  a communist,"  Johnny  said. 

"I  don't  care.  As  you  serve  the  public  and  have  a use,  you  get  bigger  the  better  you  do  it," 

I said. 

"You  win,"  Johnny  replied.  I could  tell  it  affected  him.  My  point  is  to  share  ideas  and  the 
radio  is  a good  medium  to  do  this. 

Radio  also  has  a few  negative  aspects.  The  reception  fades  the  farther  you  get  from  the 
source.  In  tunnels,  there  is  no  reception.  Underground  there  is  no  reception.  People  like  Saddam 
Hussein  or  Fidel  Castro  used  the  radio  to  spread  their  propaganda  or  misinformation,  thereby 
turning  a good  thing  into  something  evil.  I remember  Saddam  Hussein  spewing  out  his 
propaganda  when  the  bombs  started  falling  on  Bagdad.  He  was  saying  that  Iraq  would  defeat  the 
infidel,  that  they  were  winning  the  war  when  they  were  not,  and  they  already  killed  500,000 
Americans. 

A little  of  my  time  every  day  is  spent  listening  to  the  radio.  From  the  soothing  sounds  of 
music,  the  education  I can  get  from  talk  radio,  or  sharing  my  opinion  on  the  radio,  the  radio  is  a 
medium  I love  to  listen  to.  This  is  the  communication  age.  Mankind  is  becoming  enlightened. 
Ideas  help  to  accomplish  this  and  the  radio  helps  get  this  job  done,  especially  in  America  with 
our  free  speech.  It  is  free  for  the  taking  and  it  makes  the  life  I live  more  livable  in  at  least  three 
ways.  Radio  to  me  means  a richer,  more  fulfilling  life. 


Thomas  Gontarz  of  Lawrence,  ALA  is  45  years  old.  He  enjoys  skiing,  tennis  and  golf.  He  was  in 
Joanne  Pevna’s  Basic  Writing  course  in  the  fall  of  2009.  He  is  pursuing  a career  in  drug 
counseling. 
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What  is  Behind  the  Screen? 
by  Miray  Hachem 


Today's  world  is  a small  global  village  where  people  are  exposed  to  other  cultures  and 
civilizations  due  to  using  the  Internet.  It  is  amazing  how  dramatically  the  Internet  changed 
people's  lives  and  knowledge,  enriching  their  awareness  and  exposing  them  to  different 
experiences.  Personally,  the  Internet  has  influenced  my  life  in  a good  way  since  it  helps  me  to 
communicate  with  friends  and  family,  search  for  personal  information,  and  fulfill  the  hybrid 
courses’  requirements. 

First  of  all,  the  Internet  gives  me  the  commodity  of  communicating  with  my  friends  and 
family  on  a daily  basis.  Via  Hotmail,  Yahoo,  and  Facebook  I keep  in  touch  with  others,  and  I'm 
always  updated  with  news  and  events.  Nowadays,  I'm  only  a key  click  away  from  any  activity  or 
event  that  takes  place  in  my  family  or  among  my  friends  on  the  other  side  of  the  world.  The  day 
my  sister  delivered  her  baby  daughter  I saw  the  photos  of  the  little  baby  which  were  emailed  to 
me  immediately  via  Hotmail.  Another  Internet  medium  that  makes  me  keep  in  touch  with  others 
is  Facebook.  My  hometown  has  a group  page  on  Facebook  where  every  event  is  posted.  Thus, 
I'm  always  updated  with  acknowledgements  about  the  hours  of  the  masses,  the  dates  of  the 
festivals  and  parties,  different  sorts  of  events  and  activities,  and  even  the  sad  events  like  deaths 
and  accidents.  I find  that  the  best  way  the  Internet  helps  me  communicate  with  others  is  through 
Skype,  which  is  a voice  over  Internet  protocol  software.  In  other  words  it  is  a 
phone  line  based  on  the  Internet.  I used  to  spend  a fortune  on  phone  cards 
calling  my  family  back  home  in  Lebanon  daily.  Now,  I call  my  family  and 
friends  constantly  almost  for  free,  and  I get  to  keep  in  touch  with  everyone 
which  is  important  to  me.  To  me,  the  Internet  is  the  best  means  to  communicate 
with  my  loved  ones  daily  in  a fast  and  easy  way. 

Second,  the  Internet  is  a good  means  of  searching  for  personal  information.  I find  it  to  be 
very  practical  and  time  saving  to  search  the  web  for  information  rather  than  spending  long  hours 
in  a public  library  searching  for  the  same  piece  of  information.  In  addition,  getting  information 
through  the  Internet  is  very  easy  and  fast.  It  only  takes  a minute  and  a couple  of  clicks  to  read 
the  weather  forecast  unless  you  love  the  traditional  way  of  having  a hard  time  trying  to  tune  the 
radio.  Some  of  the  websites  I tend  to  use  regularly  are  Wicktionary  and  Wikipedia  which  are 
very  educational  and  a great  source  of  information.  Therefore,  I use  them  to  educate  myself 
since  there  is  always  something  new  to  learn.  Last  fall,  I met  an  old  lady  during  a barbecue  party 
who  told  me  that  her  husband  died  from  multiple  sclerosis.  Honestly,  I had  never  heard  about 
this  disease  before,  and  I felt  it  would  be  insensitive  to  ask  her  about  it.  Still,  I wanted  to  learn 
about  multiple  sclerosis.  So  I browsed  the  Wikipedia  web  page  and  to  my  surprise  multiple 
sclerosis  turned  out  to  be  a disease  that  causes  the  nerve  cells  of  the  brain  and  spinal  cord  to  be 
damaged  leading  the  patient  to  die  after  a long  treatment  process. 

I also  like  to  browse  through  Google  and  Yahoo  where  I find  answers  to  my  different 
questions.  Usually,  I print  out  directions  to  places  I want  to  go  for  the  first  time  from  Yahoo 
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Maps.  Also,  using  Google  Earth  enables  me  to  see  different  places  from  the  world.  All  in  all,  I 
find  browsing  the  Internet  for  personal  information  to  be  very  practical  and  satisfies  my  needs. 

Third,  the  Internet  helps  me  fulfill  some  of  my  courses’  requirements  since  they  are 
hybrid  courses  that  consist  of  class  lectures  and  online  homework  and  exams.  Until  now,  this  is 
the  third  course  I have  taken  that  requires  using  the  Internet  and  I know  there  are  more  courses  to 
come  that  will  require  the  same  thing.  In  order  to  pass  the  course  I have  to  fulfill  the  online 
learning  part  which  is  counted  towards  my  grade.  This  semester  I'm  taking  a college  algebra 
course  that  has  an  online  learning  requirement.  I have  to  log  on  to  My  Math  Lab  account  to  do 
the  electronically  assigned  homework  and  practice  math  exercises.  I also  watch  my  learning 
progress,  check  out  my  grades,  and  read  the  instructors  notes  through  My  Math  Lab.  What  is 
really  good  about  having  an  online  learning  part  is  that  I feel  I have  a back  up  resource  like  the 
time  I lost  the  course's  syllabus.  I didn't  panic.  I simply  printed  out  a copy  because  the  syllabus  is 
posted  online.  Sometimes  when  I have  a problem  doing  homework  or  understanding  a 
mathematical  concept  I seek  help  from  the  Math  Lab.  If  I'm  having  a problem  solving  an 
equation  or  an  inequality,  all  I have  to  do  is  to  click  on  the  help  button  then  I will  get  step-by- 
step  instructions  to  lead  and  assist  me.  As  a result,  the  Internet  enables  me  to  learn  and  fulfill  my 
courses  requirements  in  a fruitful  and  fun  way. 

In  conclusion,  the  Internet  became  a vital  medium  for  today's  world  and  life.  The  Internet 
is  reshaping  the  world  by  making  distances  shorter,  people  closer,  and  highlighting  various 
cultures  and  civilizations.  As  a matter  of  fact,  the  Internet  is  a huge  wide  world  by  itself.  The 
Internet  works  for  me  perfectly  and  influences  me  positively  enabling  me  to  communicate  with 
my  family  and  friends,  search  for  personal  information,  and  fulfill  my  hybrid  courses’ 
requirements. 


Mir  ay  Hachem,  31,  lives  in  Methuen,  MA.  She  is  majoring  in  accounting  and  enjoys  reading  and 
music.  After  taking  Basic  Writing  with  Pat  Scanned  in  the  spring  of  2010  she  says,  “ 1 feel  that 
writing  is  very  rewarding.  ” 
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Go-Go  Girl 
by  Lori  J.  Dutch 

Our  parents’  taste  in  music  is  usually  where  we  receive  our  first  introduction  to  music. 
Rock  ‘n’  roll  has  certainly  been  the  first  and  foremost  musical  influence  in  my  life.  Not  that  my 
parents  always  listened  to  rock  ‘n’  roll,  but  when  I heard  it  at  a young  age,  it  spoke  to  me.  As 
I’ve  grown,  I have  come  to  enjoy  a variety  of  musical  genres.  I feel  that  rock  ‘n’  roll  still  holds 
the  greatest  impact.  It  is  a part  of  my  identity,  it  always  stirs  many  memories  and  it  is  a type  of 
companion  to  me;  it  has  also  afforded  me  a sense  of  individuality. 

Rock  ‘n’  roll  music  can  be  described  in  many  different  ways.  It  is  loud  and  powerful;  it 
can  be  deep  and  hypnotic,  as  well  as  soothing  and  storytelling.  There  is  never  really  just  one 
instrument  that  you  commonly  hear  with  rock  ‘n’  roll.  For  instance,  the  song  “Baba  O’Riley”  by 
The  Who  starts  with  fingers  rapidly  moving  across  keyboards;  it  then  leads  into 
the  crashing  of  drum  symbols.  Lynyrd  Skynrd’s  song  “Freebird”  is  a classic 
ample  of  a killer  guitar  solo.  Led  Zeppelin’s,  “Kashmir”  is  mesmerizing  with  its 
of  the  violin  in  conjunction  with  an  amazing  guitar,  drum  and  vocal 
accompaniment. 

Rock  ‘n’  roll  stirs  emotion  within  you.  As  you  listen,  you  are  transported  into  a reflective 
state  of  mind.  It  carries  you  off  to  a place  of  rapture.  You  are  able  to  leave  your  troubles 
temporarily  and  surrender  in  the  freedom  and  delight  of  a song.  We  have  all  fantasized  at  one 
time  or  another  of  being  a rock  star  and  have  played  the  part  while  singing  along  to  whichever 
fabulous  song  is  playing. 

I identified  with  rock  ‘n’  roll  right  from  the  start.  I was  drawn  to  it  and  I enjoyed  its 
style.  When  I started  to  grow  and  make  more  friends,  especially  when  I entered  junior  high 
school,  music  became  much  more  important.  If  you  didn’t  listen  to  the  right  bands  or  weren’t 
knowledgeable  about  current  musical  trends,  you  just  weren’t  cool.  It  was  how  we  started  to 
identify  with  ourselves  and  each  other.  It  became  an  aspect  in  how  we  began  to  discover  who  we 
were,  and  it  was  also  what  drew  us  together.  It  was  always  easier  to  make  friends  at  that  age  by 
discussing  or  listening  to  Led  Zeppelin,  The  Doors,  Aerosmith,  Lynyrd  Skynyrd,  The  Rolling 
Stones  or  The  Who. 

In  this  stage  of  our  lives,  if  you  had  older  siblings,  you  usually  listened  to  what  they 
listened  to.  So  we  were  influenced  somewhat  by  them  as  well.  They  helped  guide  us  in  what 
was  out  there  and  what  was  up-to-the-minute.  Then  you  would  come  across  another  band.  You 
would  buy  the  album  and  bring  it  to  someone’s  house  and  listen  to  it  all  day  long.  We  would  just 
sit  around  and  not  talk,  but  totally  be  communicating  by  just  listening. 

Memories  will  pop  into  my  mind  almost  every  time  I listen  to  rock  ‘n’  roll  music.  My 
first  memory  of  music  is  when  I was  four  years  old.  My  mother  used  to  play  this  record  called 
Johnny  Rivers  ’ Greatest  Hits.  Of  course  I didn’t  know  what  I was  really  listening  to,  but  I would 
get  very  excited  when  she  would  take  out  her  records.  I always  asked  her  to  play  this  particular 
song,  “Memphis,  Tennessee.”  The  artist  plays  the  electric  guitar,  which  has  an  illustrious  sound; 
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people  are  partying  and  clapping  in  the  background.  I loved  its  beat.  It 
always  made  me  want  to  dance.  My  mother  told  me  that  I would 
always  get  up  on  the  hassock  and  pretend  I was  a Go-Go  Girl. 
“Long  distance  information/give  me  Memphis  Tennessee/help  me 
find  the  party/trying  to  get  in  touch  with  me/she  could  not  leave  her 
number/but  I know  what  place  to  call/because  my  uncle  took  the 
message/and  he  wrote  it  on  the  wall.” 

Rock  ‘n’  roll  music  takes  me  back  to  many  different  moments  and  times  in  my  life.  This 
is  the  wonderful  thing  about  music,  not  realizing  as  you  listen,  that  a new  memory  is  being 
created.  When  I hear  the  song  “Seasons  of  Wither”  from  Aerosmith’s  album,  Get  Your  Wings, 
I’m  12  years  old  again  together  with  all  my  friends  hanging  at  Larry’s  house,  listening  and 
thinking  that  this  is  the  best  group  ever.  Any  song  from  Elton  John’s  Yellow  Brick  Road  album 
will  forever  remind  me  of  my  oldest  sister  when  she  was  thirteen  years  old  and  I was  ten.  She 
and  her  friends  just  loved  this  album  and  played  it  to  death.  The  fact  that  she  was  a teenager 
made  that  much  more  of  an  impression  on  me.  Of  course  to  me,  she  was  the  coolest.  You  never 
know  when  you  will  be  granted  the  gift  of  a wonderful  memory  when  you  listen  to  your  music. 

Rock  ‘n’  roll  music  has  become  a companion  to  me.  With  the  fabulous  invention  of  the 
iPod,  I always  have  music  with  me.  It  keeps  me  company  when  I’m  alone.  It  keeps  me 
energized  when  I’m  running.  All  I need  to  hear  is  The  Rolling  Stones,  “Sympathy  for  the  Devil” 
and  I will  run  faster  and  farther  every  time.  It  is  my  companion  when  I have  to  do  housework  or 
when  I am  in  the  basement  folding  laundry.  I take  it  along  with  me  when  I am  out  and  about 
doing  errands  or  shopping.  I find  it  a great  source  of  comfort.  It’s  that  shoulder  to  cry  on  when 
I’m  sad;  it’s  that  friend  you  can  be  silly  with  and  have  a blast  dancing  your  socks  off. 

My  individuality  with  rock  ‘n’  roll  music  began  around  1994.  In  the  1980’s  a new  genre 
surfaced  and  became  much  more  mainstream  in  the  1990’s  called  alternative  rock.  The  artists 
that  are  grouped  into  this  subgenre  have  become  some  of  my  favorite  musical  artists.  There  was 
a song  playing  on  the  radio  one  day  by  this  new  group  called  Garbage.  It  caught  my  attention 
instantly.  I wanted  to  learn  more  about  this  group  immediately.  Without  delay,  I bought  the  CD. 
It  was  the  very  first  time  that  I had  ever  purchased  a new  CD  and  absolutely  loved  every  song  on 
it.  You  usually  like  a song  or  two,  but  it  is  rare  when  you  really  enjoy  every  song  on  a new  CD.  I 
couldn’t  stop  listening  to  it.  I was  the  first  to  know  about  this  group  in  my  circle  of  friends  and 
introduced  them  to  it.  This  brought  me  into  a new  world  of  rock  music  which  I truly  discovered 
on  my  own.  I was  really  drawn  to  this  new  genre  and  soon  discovered  more  and  more  fabulous 
artists  that  I still  enjoy  and  listen  to  today,  such  as  Radiohead,  Coldplay,  Nirvana,  Alice  in 
Chains,  Smashing  Pumpkins  and  many  more. 

I really  enjoyed  this  sense  of  individuality  with  alternative  rock,  because  I felt  like  I 
discovered  a new  part  of  myself.  Something  that  was  always  there  waiting  to  be  set  free;  it 
wasn’t  influenced  by  parents,  siblings  or  friends.  This  style  of  music  was  new  and  out  there  just 
for  me  to  embrace.  I believe  that  our  music  is  a form  of  how  we  express  ourselves  as 
individuals.  You  can  try  on  new  music  and  see  if  you  like  the  fit.  You  can  go  through  a phase, 
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and  listen  to  something  crazy.  You  can  also  find  your  way  back  home  by  tuning  into  an  old  dear 
friend,  as  you  listen;  you  immediately  relax  surrounded  by  familiarity. 

Rock  ‘n’  roll  will  always  be  representative  of  my  identity  and  individuality.  It  will 
always  be  an  aide  in  bringing  to  mind  old  memories,  as  well  as  creating  new  ones.  I can  count 
on  it  to  be  my  loyal  companion.  I am  still  discovering  new  music  and  continue  to  be  an 
individual  with  my  musical  taste.  It  is  a whole  world  within  itself.  You  are  never  right  or  wrong 
in  what  you  prefer  and  enjoy.  No  one  dictates  what  you  have  to  listen  to.  The  impact  it  has  on 
you  is  yours  and  yours  alone  to  take  pleasure  in  forever. 


Lori  Dutch  of  Methuen,  ALA  is  45  years  old.  She  works  as  a massage  therapist  and  enjoys 
motorcycle  riding,  quilting  and  reading.  Lori  took  Basic  Writing  with  Kassie  Rubico  in  the 
spring  of  2010. 
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Hook,  Line,  and  Sinker 
by  Shane  Carlo 

Since  I was  around  ten  years  old,  I have  been  going  on  fresh  water 
fishing  trips  with  my  father.  These  trips  have  been  a great  learning 
experience  and  a fun  way  to  bond  with  my  father.  My  dad  has  been  fishing 
all  his  life  and  he  has  passed  his  many  years  of  experience  down  to  me 
If  you  are  looking  to  learn  how  to  catch  the  fish  of  a lifetime,  then  just 
follow  these  easy  steps. 

First  of  all,  you  need  to  start  off  by  getting  your  fishing  gear 
set  and  ready.  You  start  by  choosing  a rod  of  your  preference  and  begin 
by  attaching  your  reel  onto  the  rod  by  screwing  it  in  at  its  base;  make  sure  that  the 
reel's  handle  is  on  the  side  of  your  dominant  hand.  Also,  make  sure  not  to  over  tighten  the  screw 
because  you  may  strip  the  threads  and  make  the  rod  more  fragile.  Next,  take  a spool  of  fishing 
line  and  puncture  the  holes  in  the  middle  so  that  it  can  turn  without  restraint.  If  you  have 
someone  that  can  assist  you  by  holding  this  while  you  start  to  line  your  fishing  pole  this  will 
make  this  task  much  easier.  Subsequently,  begin  to  run  the  line  through  the  guides  on  the  rod, 
but  make  sure  not  to  miss  one  because  nothing  is  more  aggravating  than  to  get  everything  tied  on 
and  then  discover  you  have  skipped  one.  Now  that  the  line  is  through  your  guides,  open  the  bail 
and  tie  the  line  onto  the  reel  using  any  knot  you  desire;  make  sure  it  is  a strong  knot.  Be  certain 
that  the  bail  is  open  or  when  you  go  to  turn  the  handle  on  the  reel  to  gather  in  the  line,  it  won't  be 
gathered  up  by  the  bail.  When  tied  to  the  reel  lay  the  spool  onto  the  ground  and  put  your  foot  on 
it  so  it  doesn't  move  as  you  reel  in  the  line.  After  reeling  in  enough  line  so  that  it  is  about  a 
quarter  of  an  inch  thick,  cut  the  line  past  the  top  rod  guide  on  your  fishing  pole  and  tie  a swivel 
to  it;  this  allows  your  line  to  spin  so  that  you  are  less  likely  to  get  tangled.  Now  attach  another 
piece  of  line  called  a lead  to  it,  which  is  about  a forearm’s  length.  Then  add  a weight  onto  the 
lead  by  threading  it  to  the  top  and  tying  it  there  so  it  doesn't  move.  The  concluding  part  is  to  tie 
the  hook  onto  the  end  of  the  lead,  but  make  sure  it  is  as  tight  as  possible  so  that  it  doesn't  snap 
off.  Now  your  rod  is  set  and  ready  to  go. 

You  now  need  to  go  out  and  pick  which  bait  you  want  to  use.  You  can  use  worms  which 
is  live  bait  or  a lure  which  attracts  fish  by  tricking  them  into  thinking  it’s  food.  I prefer  to  use 
shiners,  which  are  a shiny  silver  fish  about  two  inches  in  size.  These  will  attract  a bigger  fish  to 
eat  it  and  hopefully  allow  your  hook  to  snag  it  on  its  jaw.  Once  you  have  acquired  the  fish  at  a 
bait  shop  keep  them  in  a bucket  until  you  are  ready  to  attach  it  to  your  hook.  To  do  this  begin  by 
grabbing  one  out  of  the  bucket;  this  may  take  a few  tries  because  they  are  slippery  and  fast. 
When  you  got  a hold  of  one  of  them,  take  your  hook  and  pierce  it  right  above  the  spine.  Be 
careful  when  putting  your  hook  in  not  to  hit  the  spine  because  it  will  kill  the  fish  and  it  will  make 
it  useless  as  bait.  Your  bait  is  on  the  hook  and  you  are  all  set  to  cast  and  catch  a fish. 
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Once  your  rod  is  all  set  up  and  your  bait  is  attached  you  can  now  begin  to  learn  how  to 
cast.  It  may  look  easy  to  do  at  first,  but  there  are  many  things  you  need  to  worry  about.  You 
should  begin  by  setting  your  feet  and  shoulders  square  to  the  target.  Make  sure  to  check  the  area 
around  you  because  you  don't  want  to  hook  an  unsuspecting  person.  Now  that  you  are  clear  to 
cast  begin  by  lifting  the  bail  and  let  out  about  an  arm's  length  of  line  and  press  the  line  to  your 
rod  with  your  index  finger.  When  you  are  ready  to  cast  out  your  line,  slowly  move  the  rod 
where  it  is  slightly  behind  your  shoulder  of  the  arm  you’re  casting  with.  At  that  time,  quickly 
with  a snap  of  your  wrist  move  the  rod  forward  and  at  the  peak  where  the  rod's  tip  is  slightly 
facing  forward  let  the  line  go  by  lifting  your  index  finger.  If  you  lifted  your  index  finger  too  fast 
then  your  bait  would  have  gone  too  high  into  the  air  and  if  you  lifted  it  too  slow  then  the  bait 
would  go  straight  down.  Now  that  you  have  casted  your  bait  into  the  lake,  pond,  or  river  all  you 
need  to  do  is  wait  and  let  your  bait  do  all  the  work.  When  a fish  has  taken  the  bait  you  need  to 
reel  in  your  catch.  A way  to  know  that  a fish  is  trying  to  eat  your  bait  is  that  you  will  feel  a 
slight  tugging  on  your  line,  but  be  patient.  When  you  feel  a strong  tug  on  the  line  you  now  know 
that  a fish  has  taken  your  bait.  To  set  the  hook,  pull  back  your  rod  with  a quick  jerk  and  this  will 
allow  it  to  get  stuck  on  the  lip  of  the  fish.  Be  careful  not  to  reel  in  the  fish  too  quick  because  it 
may  tug  the  hook  loose  from  its  mouth  and  it  will  get  away.  Reel  in  your  catch  at  a steady  pace 
and  your  fish  will  be  at  the  shore  in  no  time.  Once  your  fish  is  at  the  shore,  make  sure  not  to  lift 
it  out  of  the  water  with  your  rod  because  your  line  may  snap  and  you  will  not  only  lose  the  fish, 
but  also  your  hook,  swivel,  and  weight.  Grab  a net  and  scoop  the  fish  out  of  the  water  with  it. 
When  your  fish  is  finally  out  of  the  water  you  must  get  the  hook  out  of  its  mouth.  To  do  this  you 
must  grab  the  hook  and  take  it  out  carefully  not  to  hurt  the  fish.  Once  that  hook  is  out  you  may 
let  your  catch  go  by  putting  it  back  into  the  water.  You  have  now  caught  your  first  fish  and 
hopefully  many  more  to  come! 

I hope  that  these  instructions  have  been  helpful  to  you.  I know  that  I have  had  a lot  of  fun 
fishing  and  I hope  that  you  look  forward  to  using  these  instructions  so  you  can  too.  I want  you  to 
be  able  to  use  these  steps  to  be  able  to  enjoy  fishing.  If  you  follow  these  directions,  I am  sure  that 
your  fishing  skills  will  improve  over  time.  Have  fun  just  laying  back  on  a sunny  day  by  the  water 
and  I hope  you  catch  a keeper. 


Shane  Carlo  is  18  years  old  and  lives  in  Methuen,  MA.  He  is  pursuing  a career  in  engineering. 
Shane  took  Basic  Writing  with  Joy  Fauntroy  in  the  fall  of 2009. 
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Garden  Trimmings  Holiday  Style 
by  Denise  Puleo 

Are  you  the  type  of  person  that  gets  great  satisfaction  working  with  your  hands  making 
something  creative?  I do  and  one  of  the  many  things  I enjoy  making  is  a holiday  wreath.  I have 
been  making  the  holiday  wreath  off  and  on  for  about  ten  years.  The  holiday  wreath  is  fairly 
easy  to  do,  inexpensive,  makes  a great  holiday  gift  and  you  don't  need  to  be  an  expert  to  do  it. 
The  process,  once  you  have  all  the  materials,  will  take  an  hour  or  less.  If  you  follow  the  steps 
listed  below  you  will  be  able  to  create  a beautiful  holiday  wreath  for  yourself  or  to  give  as  a 
gift. 

The  first  step  is  to  gather  or  purchase  the  following  items:  a large  shopping  bag,  a bow, 
a wire  wreath  frame,  garden  shears,  pine  cones,  scissors  and  floral  wire.  You  can  purchase  all  of 
the  materials  needed  including  the  garden  trimmings  and  the  pinecones  at  Michaels  or  AC 
Moore.  The  cost,  assuming  you  already  have  a large  shopping  bag,  garden  shears  and  scissors 
and  if  you  collect  all  of  your  trimmings  from  the  outside,  is  approximately  ten  to  fifteen  dollars. 
Once  you  have  all  the  supplies  listed,  you  now  need  to  take  the  large  shopping  bag  and  go  to 
your  garden  or  to  a park  and  collect  a bag  full  of  garden  trimmings.  The  trimmings  I like  to  use 
are  holly  or  anything  with  red  berries,  cedar,  pine  or  fir,  but  you  can  also  include  redwood  or 
oak.  Also,  collect  six  to  eight  pinecones  at  the  same  time.  It  really  is  your  own  preference  on 
how  many  pinecones  you  want  to  use.  The  trimmings  need  to  be  a least  six  inches  long,  but  can 
be  up  to  eight  inches  long.  Before  you  take  the  next  step,  make  sure  your  trimmings  are 
between  six  to  eight  inches  in  length,  if  not  trim  them  down  to  size.  It  will  make  it  easier  to 
work  with  for  your  first  time.  Once  you're  experienced  you  can  work  with  longer  lengths  and 
then  if  need  be  trim  later. 

Next,  take  your  wire  wreath  frame  and  tie  the  floral  wire  to  the  frame.  Your  floral  wire 
should  be  at  least  12  inches  in  length.  It  should  be  long  enough  to  wrap  around  the  wire  wreath 
frame.  Take  a bundle  of  trimmings  and  make  sure  the  stems  are  all  facing  in  the  same  direction. 
Place  the  bundle  on  top  of  the  frame  where  you  tied  the  floral  wire.  Hold  the  bundle  of 
trimmings  against  the  frame  and  wrap  the  floral  wire  around  the  bundle  and  frame.  You  may 
need  another  set  of  hands  to  get  you  started.  Wrap  the  floral  wire  a couple  of  times  around  and 
then  pull  the  wire  tight.  Don't  be  afraid  to  pull  tight.  You  don't  want  the  trimmings  falling  off  the 
wreath.  Take  another  bundle  and  place  it  so  the  foliage  overlaps  the  first  bundle  and  covers  the 
stems.  Double  check  as  you  go  to  make  sure  you  have  all  of  the  bundles  facing  in  the  same 
direction.  Continue  adding  the  bundles  and  when  you  get  to  adding  the  last  bundle,  lift  the  first 
bundle  and  tuck  the  last  bundle  under  it.  Leave  enough  wire  on  the  last  bundle  to  knot  around  the 
frame  and  to  make  a hanger  to  hang  the  wreath.  The  wire  should  be  at  least  1 8 inches  in  length. 
To  make  the  hanger  all  you  need  to  do  is  make  a loop  large  enough  to  fit  over  the  door  hanger. 

Once  that's  done  it's  time  to  add  the  pinecones.  You  can  add  as  many  pinecones  as  you 
like.  The  placement  of  the  pinecones  can  be  evenly  placed  or  however  you  prefer.  Twist  a 
piece  of  wire  about  14  inches  in  length  around  the  end  of  the  pinecone.  Place  the  wire  around 
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the  pinecone  so  you  can't  see  the  wire.  After  you're  finished  twisting  the  wire  you  should  be  left 
with  eight  to  ten  inches  of  wire  to  wrap  around  the  wreath.  Trim  the  wire  with  scissors  if 
necessary  when  you're  finished. 

Then,  it's  time  to  add  the  bow.  The  color  and  the  placement  of  the  bow  is  your  choice.  I 
prefer  adding  the  bow  to  the  top  of  the  wreath,  but  you  can  add  the  bow  anywhere  on  the  wreath. 
All  you  need  to  do  is  take  a 14  inch  piece  of  wire  in  length  and  wrap  the  wire  around  the  back  of 
the  bow  place  so  the  wire  is  hidden.  After  you're  finished  twisting  the  wire  around  the  bow  you 
should  be  left  with  eight  to  ten  inches  of  wire  to  wrap  around  the  wreath.  Trim  the  wire  with 
scissors  if  necessary  when  you're  finished. 

Before  you  finish,  make  sure  all  the  wire  is  wrapped  and  not  sticking  out.  You  don't  want 
to  cut  your  fingers  on  the  wire.  Hang  the  wreath  on  your  front  door  and  see  how  it  looks.  You 
may  want  to  add  more  berries  or  if  you  want  a fuller  wreath  add  more  foliage.  Don't  be  afraid  to 
add  to  the  wreath,  just  make  sure  it  is  secure  with  the  wire.  You  don't  want  the  wreath  falling 
apart.  Don't  get  discouraged  if  your  first  wreath  took  longer  than  you  anticipated  to  create  or  isn't 
as  perfect  as  you  would  like.  It's  like  anything  else  in  life;  the  more  you  do  the  better  the  results. 
So,  before  you  know  it  you'll  be  creating  a beautiful  holiday  wreath  just  like  a professional  and 
that's  when  you'll  start  giving  them  as  a gift.  Happy  Holidays! 


Denise  Puleo  of  Salem,  NH  is  54  years  old.  She  is  married  and  has  a son  and  a grandson.  Denise 
enjoys  gardening,  walking  and  spending  time  with  her  family  and  friends.  After  taking  Basic 
Writing  with  Jennifer  Levesque  in  the  spring  of  2010,  she  feels  more  confident  about  her  writing 
skills. 
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How  to  Paint  Your  Nails  Like  a Pro 
by  Kelsey  Murray 

Are  you  one  of  those  girls  who  loves  to  have  your  nails  painted?  I am,  but  I hate  the  price 
I have  to  pay  for  a nail  salon  to  do  the  job.  So  I developed  a six  step  process  that  has  my  nails 
looking  as  good  as  the  nail  salon  manicure.  The  only  difference  between  the  nail  salon  manicure 
and  my  manicure  is  that  mine  is  a lot  cheaper.  I have  been  caring  for  my  nails  for  as  long  as  I 
can  remember.  When  I first  started  painting  my  nails  I was  not  very  good  at  it.  Over  the  years,  I 
have  gotten  very  good  at  polishing  my  nails.  I guess  you  can  say  I am  an  expert  at  nail  painting. 
I am  always  getting  comments  about  how  good  my  nails  look,  and  people  are  always  asking  me, 
"How  do  you  get  your  nails  to  look  so  good?"  So  if  you  want  to  learn  how  to  paint  your  nails 
just  as  good  as  the  nail  salon,  read  my  six  step  process  and  you  will  get  the  fabulous  manicure 
results  of  a nail  salon  for  less  than  half  the  price.  Go  on  and  try  it!  After  all,  what  is  the  worst 
that  can  happen? 

The  first  thing  you  need  to  do  is  get  all  your  nail  items  together.  Some  of  the  things  you 
are  going  to  need  are  an  emery  board,  cuticle  pusher,  base  coat  nail  polish,  your  favorite  nail 
color,  and  a top  coat  nail  polish  (I  recommend  a fast  drying  topcoat.)  If  you  do  not  have  these 
items  at  home  you  can  go  to  your  local  drugstore  or  beauty  supply  store.  All  of  the  nail  supplies 
will  be  in  the  same  section.  I recommend  using  the  OPI  nail  polish  brand.  It's  a bit  on  the  pricey 
side,  between  eight  dollars  and  ten  dollars;  however,  it  lasts  a long  time.  If  OPI  is  out  of  your 
price  range,  try  using  the  Sally  Hansen  brand.  It  works  just  as  well  and  runs  between  four  dollars 
and  eight  dollars.  The  only  problem  that  I have  with  Sally  Hansen  is  it  does  not  last  as  long  as 
OPI.  Before  you  start,  make  sure  you  have  all  your  nail  supplies  together.  This  is  an  important 
step  because  it  prevents  frustration  when  you  begin.  If  you  have  everything,  you  won't  be 
running  around  the  house  like  a crazy  person  with  wet  nails  looking  for  your  topcoat.  You  will 
know  when  you're  done  with  this  step  when  you  have  everything  together  and  are  ready  to  get 
started  on  your  nails. 

The  next  step  is  to  even  your  nails  with  the  emery  board.  This  is  important  because  if  you 
do  not  do  this  step  your  nails  will  be  uneven  and  brittle.  To  complete  this  step  you  must  take 
your  emery  board  put  it  in  your  left  or  right  hand  (the  opposite  hand  you  are  filing)  and  gently 
file  sideways  in  a back-and-forth  motion  at  the  tip  of  you  nail.  Do  not  get  discouraged  if  your 
nails  are  uneven  or  break  at  first.  It  takes  a lot  of  practice  to  get  this  step  just  right,  but  the  more 
you  practice  this  step  the  easier  it  will  become.  If  you  do  break  a nail  it  is  important  to  fix  it  right 
away.  If  you  fix  a broken  nail  right  away  you  will  prevent  further  damage  to  the  nail.  To  fix  a 
broken  or  uneven  nail,  take  your  emery  board  and  gently  file  sideways  in  a back-and-forth 
motion  on  the  tip  of  you  nail.  After  you  have  filed  your  nails  down  to  a good  length,  you  are 
ready  to  proceed  to  the  next  step. 

Now  you  want  to  use  your  cuticle  pusher  to  even  out  your  cuticles  and  clean  under  your 
cuticles.  You  want  to  do  this  step  because  you  do  not  want  to  get  an  infection  under  your 
cuticles.  Also,  it  makes  your  nails  look  longer  and  healthier.  If  you  really  want  to  get  fancy, 
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soak  your  hands  in  a bowl  of  warm  water  mixed  with  a tablespoon  of  baking  soda.  This  is  not 
necessary;  however  it  will  soften  your  cuticles.  To  do  this  you  need  to  take  your  cuticle  pusher, 
putting  it  in  your  left  or  right  hand  (the  opposite  cuticle  you  are  fixing)  and  gently  push  down 
under  your  cuticle  and  circle  across  the  nail.  I recommend  using  a rubber  cuticle  pusher.  This 
step  will  not  hurt  you.  It  may  feel  funny  at  first,  but  it  should  not  cause  discomfort.  If  it  does 
hurt,  you  might  want  to  skip  this  step.  You  will  know  when  you're  ready  to  move  on  to  the  next 
step  when  your  cuticles  are  soft  and  even. 

Now  it's  time  to  apply  your  base  coat.  It  is  important  to  apply  your  base  coat,  because  it's 
an  adhesive  and  it  prevents  your  nail  color  from  peeling  off.  To  start  this  step,  shake  the  base 
coat  paint  bottle  in  your  hand  upside  down  for  10  seconds.  Unscrew  the  cap  (right  side  up)  and 
pull  out  the  brush,  wipe  the  excess  paint  off  the  brush  on  the  inside  of  the  paint  bottle.  Then  take 
the  brush  and  start  at  the  center  of  your  nail  at  the  base  of  your  cuticle  and  work  your  way  up 
and  out.  A good  tip  is  not  to  apply  too  much  paint.  After  you  have  painted  all  your  nails  let  them 
dry  completely.  You  will  know  when  your  nails  are  dry  completely  when  they  feel  dry  when 
you  touch  them  with  your  finger.  It  will  take  between  five  and  ten  minutes  for  your  nails  to  dry. 
If  you  cannot  wait  for  your  nails  to  dry  use  a blow  dryer.  If  you  use  a blow  dryer  set  it  on  a cool 
setting,  this  way  you  will  not  burn  yourself.  Your  drying  time  depends  on  how  much  nail  polish 
you  globbed  on.  After  you  completed  step  number  four  it's  time  to  move  on  to  step  number  five. 

Now  you  are  ready  to  add  some  color  to  your  nails.  This  is  my  favorite  step.  I like  this 
step  because  I love  to  add  color.  I like  to  use  dark,  bold  colors.  Applying  nail  color  is  just  like  the 
step  where  you  put  on  the  base  coat.  First  you  take  the  nail  polish,  and  hold  it  upside  down  and 
shake  for  10  seconds.  Then  you  turn  the  bottle  right  side  up  and  take  out  the  paint  brush  and  wipe 
excess  paint  off  on  the  inside  of  the  paint  bottle.  After  you  do  that,  start  at  the  center  of  your  nail 

at  the  base  of  your  cuticle  and  work  your  way  up  and  out.  If  you  find 
that  the  paint  is  dripping  off  the  paint  brush  you  have  too  much  paint 
on  the  brush.  If  the  color  is  streaky  and  hard  to  apply  on  your  nail,  you 
do  not  have  enough  nail  polish  on  the  brush.  Don't  get  discouraged  if 
you  get  paint  on  your  skin.  If  you  do  get  paint  on  your  skin,  take  your 
cuticle  pusher  and  scrape  away  all  of  the  paint.  Remember  not  to 
apply  too  much  nail  polish;  it  will  take  forever  to  dry.  I learned  that 
lesson  the  hard  way.  Let  your  nails  dry  completely  before  moving 
onto  the  next  step.  If  you  do  not  wait  for  your  nails  to  dry  completely  and  you  move  on  to  the 
next  step  your  nails  will  look  smudgy.  You  can  move  on  to  the  final  step  once  all  your  nails  are 
painted  and  dry.  Now  it's  time  for  the  last  step,  this  is  the  most  important  step  of  all.  You  are  now 
going  to  apply  your  top  coat.  This  step  is  the  same  as  step  number  four  and  five.  Once  again  you 
are  going  to  take  your  nail  polish  bottle  hold  it  upside  down  and  shake  for  10  seconds.  After  you 
have  shaken  your  bottle  unscrew  the  cap  (right  side  up)  pull  out  the  paint  brush,  and  wipe  off 
excess  paint  on  the  inside  of  the  bottle.  After  that's  done  you're  going  to  take  the  paint  brush,  put 
it  at  the  bottom  of  your  nail  in  the  center  and  work  your  way  up  and  out.  I recommend  using  a 
fast  drying  topcoat.  A fast  drying  topcoat  will  save  you  a lot  of  time  waiting  for  your  nails  to  dry. 
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While  you  are  waiting  for  your  nails  to  dry  try  to  do  something  that  will  kill  the  time.  While  I am 
waiting  for  my  nails  to  dry  I watch  TV.  Whatever  you  do  to  kill  the  time  remember  your  nails  are 
wet  and  you  do  not  want  them  to  get  smudged!  You  will  know  when  you  are  done  when  all  of 
your  nails  are  painted  and  dry. 

Following  these  steps  will  result  in  very  good  looking  nails.  Along  with  a great 
manicure,  you  will  save  time  and  money.  I know  there  is  no  wrong  way  of  painting  your  nails, 
but  this  process  works  very  well.  That  is  why  I use  this  process  every  time  I paint  my  nails. 
Don't  be  afraid  to  try  it  out  on  your  own.  It  is  fun  and  rewarding  when  you  look  at  your  pretty 
nails.  It  is  a quick  and  easy  way  to  be  artistic  and  have  a lot  of  fun.  It  is  okay  if  you  mess  up  the 
first  time.  I know  I messed  up  a lot  when  I first  started  to  paint  my  nails.  The  more  and  more 
you  paint  your  nails  the  better  you  get  at  it,  so  keep  practicing.  After  all,  practice  makes  perfect! 


Kelsey  Murray,  17,  lives  in  Kittery,  ME.  She  took  Basic  Writing  with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander 
in  the  fall  of 2009.  Kelsey  enjoys  skiing  and  traveling  in  her  spare  time. 
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We  Are  All  Equal 
by  Wanny  De  Los  Santos 

The  Lynnfield  Residence  is  desperately  in  need  of  a full-time 
manager.  The  overall  performance  of  the  residence  has  declined  over  the  last 
year.  The  Lynnfield  residence  is  home  to  a group  of  mentally  disabled  people  who  need 
assistance  with  their  everyday  routines.  I've  been  working  at  the  Lynnfield  residence  since  June 
20Q6.  My  priority  as  a residential  support  professional  is  to  assist  the  residents  one  on  one  with 
their  everyday  routines.  The  company  that  owns  the  residence  is  not  meeting  the  standards  of 
their  mission  statement.  Their  mission  statement  is  to  create  a community  based  residential, 
vocational,  and  support  service  to  help  people  reach  their  full  potential  and  attain  an  optimal 
quality  of  life.  In  my  opinion,  the  absence  of  a full-time  manager  at  the  Lynnfield  residence  has 
a negative  impact  on  the  house. 

The  first  negative  effect  of  not  having  a full  time  manager  is  when  an  employee  calls  out 
sick,  the  employee  currently  working  is  obligated  to  cover  the  shift  if  no  coverage  is  found.  The 
policy  book  states  that  when  this  happens,  a manager  is  supposed  to  cover  the  shift  when  no 
coverage  is  found.  Since  the  Lynnfield  Residence  has  a part-time  manager,  employees  get  stuck 
at  work  when  another  employee  calls  out  and  no  coverage  is  found.  I remember  last  year  on 
Thanksgiving  2008.  I was  stuck  at  work  because  an  employee  called  out  sick  and  there  was  no 
coverage  to  be  found.  I was  originally  working  a morning  shift  from  9 a.m.  to  3 p.m.  It  was  the 
perfect  shift  for  that  day  because  after  work,  I had  enough  time  to  go  home  and  have  dinner  with 
my  family.  That  day  I was  working  with  Louna,  who  was  preparing  the  Thanksgiving  dinner  for 
the  residents.  While  I was  watching  the  movie  "Lord  of  The  Rings"  in  the  living  room  with  the 
residents  the  phone  rang.  I picked  up  the  phone  and  it  was  Angie.  She  told  me,  "Hey  Wanny,  I'm 
calling  out  sick  and  I can't  find  any  coverage." 

"Did  you  call  the  manager?"  I responded. 

"Yes,  she  told  me  to  find  someone  to  work  for  me,"  she  answered. 

"Okay,  thanks  for  letting  me  know,"  I told  her. 

From  that  moment  I knew  Louna  or  me  were  obligated  to  work  the  3 p.m.  to  1 1 p.m. 
shift.  I told  Louna  the  bad  news  and  she  told  me  she  could  not  stay.  Some  family  members  were 
at  her  house  from  Florida  and  she  had  to  cook  dinner  for  her  family.  I also  didn't  want  to  stay, 
because  I wanted  to  have  dinner  with  my  family.  I was  upset  about  the  whole  situation.  I called  a 
few  employees  to  see  if  they  wanted  to  work  and  they  all  said  no.  Of  course,  who  wants  to  work 
on  Thanksgiving  3 p.m.  to  1 1 p.m.?  I made  up  my  mind  and  I told  Louna  that  I would  stay.  I 
didn't  want  to  spoil  Louna's  Thanksgiving  with  her  family,  since  she  was  cooking  the  meal.  That 
was  the  worst  Thanksgiving  ever,  because  I worked  a 14  hour  shift  and  didn't  spend  it  with  my 
family.  Therefore,  if  there  was  a full-time  manager  at  that  time,  he  or  she  was  obligated  to  cover 
the  shift.  There  should  always  be  a full-time  manager  to  avoid  employees  getting  stuck  at  work 
when  no  coverage  is  found. 

The  second  negative  effect  of  not  having  a full-time  manager  is  some  employees  take 


40 


advantage  of  the  absence  of  a manager.  There  are  a lot  of  times  when  some  employees  take 
advantage  over  other  employees  because  there  is  no  manager  present.  Most  of  the  time  there  is 
no  manager  present,  so  some  employees  decide  not  to  do  the  work.  When  an  employee  decides 
not  to  do  their  job,  it  affects  the  residents  greatly.  One  day  during  the  summer  of  2009,  I was 
working  with  a new  employee.  We  were  working  a morning  shift  from  9 a.m.  to  3 p.m.  After  we 
assisted  the  residents  with  their  lunch  at  about  12  p.m.,  me  and  the  new  guy,  James,  were 
supposed  to  clean  the  residence.  As  I started  to  clean  the  kitchen,  I noticed  that  James  was  sitting 
down  talking  on  his  cell  phone.  The  policy  book  of  the  company  states  that  employees  are  not  to 
be  talking  on  their  cell  phones  while  working.  If  an  employee  needs  to  use  the  phone,  use  the 
house  phone  for  a maximum  of  10  minutes.  I told  James,  "Can  you  help  me  clean  the  house?" 

"I'm  tired,"  he  replied. 

"I'm  tired  too,  but  we  have  to  do  this,"  I told  him. 

He  said,  "The  manager  is  not  here.  I'm  going  to  relax  for  a while." 

I decided  to  only  do  half  of  the  cleaning.  It's  not  fair  that  only  one  employee  does  all  the 
cleaning.  As  the  shift  was  almost  over,  a family  member  of  one  of  the  residents  came  to  visit.  It 
was  the  brother  of  one  of  the  residents.  He  did  not  stay  long  like  he  usually  does.  As  the  time  to 
go  home  approached,  I was  getting  ready  to  finish  all  my  tasks.  I was  a little  disappointed  with 
James  because  a new  employee  is  supposed  to  know  the  routines  on  their  first  day.  He  already 
had  a two  week  training,  prior  to  doing  a shift  at  the  Lynnfield  residence.  I did  not  want  to  call 
him  out  because  he  was  new.  So  I decided  to  let  it  slide  for  the  first  time.  The  shift  was  over  and 
I headed  home.  About  15  minutes  when  I arrived  at  my  house  the  manager  called.  She  told  me 
that  a family  member  of  one  of  the  residents  called  the  company  and  filed  a complaint.  The 
brother  of  one  of  the  residents  said  the  house  was  dirty.  The  manager  asked  me  why  we  didn't 
clean  the  house.  I had  no  choice  but  to  tell  her  the  truth.  I explained  to  her  what  James  did,  and 
that  I did  half  of  the  cleaning.  She  believed  me  because  she  saw  my  signature  in  the  cleaning 
check  list.  James  was  written  up  because  he  took  advantage  of  the  absence  of  a manager.  He 
was  not  mad  at  me  because  he  knew  he  was  at  fault.  If  there  was  a full  time  manger  at  that  time, 
James  would  have  done  all  his  responsibilities.  Therefore,  the  complaint  from  the  family 
member  would  never  have  disturbed  the  image  of  the  company. 

The  final  negative  effect  of  not  having  a full-time  manger  is  employees  get  stuck  with 
manager's  work  affecting  their  performance  with  residents.  All  regular  employees  are  supposed 
to  assist  the  residents  hands  on.  The  manager  is  supposed  to  do  all  the  paper  work  in  the 
residence.  One  time  I came  back  from  bringing  one  of  the  residents  from  a neurology 
appointment  from  Boston  Medical  Center.  It  was  last  year  during  winter  time.  I remember  it  so 
well  because  it  was  very  cold.  As  I arrived  at  the  residence  with  the  resident  there  was  no 
manager  present.  I was  stuck  with  some  paper  work  that  had  to  be  done.  All  the  other  residents 
were  not  present  either;  they  were  at  the  day  program  that  day.  I assisted  the  resident  to  his  bed 
to  get  some  rest,  as  the  doctor  demanded.  I had  to  fax  a new  prescription  to  the  pharmacy.  The 
resident  was  prescribed  Neurontin  as  a new  medication  for  seizure  disorders.  Since  it  was  a new 
medication  for  the  resident,  I had  to  process  it  through  our  nurse  and  primary  doctor  of  the 
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resident  before  I could  administer  it  to  the  resident.  I had  to  fax  the  new  order  to  the  nurse  and 
primary  doctor.  After  they  reviewed  and  signed  the  new  order,  then  the  pharmacy  can  deliver  the 
medication.  The  medication  can  also  be  picked  up  at  the  pharmacy.  It  seriously  took  me  more 
than  an  hour  to  finish  the  whole  process  because  the  fax  machine  did  not  want  to  work.  I had  the 
pharmacy  deliver  the  medication  because  I could  not  leave  the  resident  by  himself.  When  I was 
finished  I headed  to  the  resident’s  bedroom  to  check  on  him.  The  resident  was  having  a seizure.  I 
followed  the  protocol  when  a resident  is  having  a seizure.  About  two  minutes  had  passed  and  the 
resident  was  still  seizing.  The  policy  book  states  that  when  a resident  is  having  a seizure  longer 
than  five  minutes  to  call  911.  Since  the  resident  was  already  seizing  when  I came  in  the  room,  he 
could  have  been  seizing  way  before  I came  in  the  room.  So  I decided  to  call  911.  The  911 
representative  said,  "911,  what's  your  emergency?" 

"One  of  the  Lynnfield  residents  having  a seizure,"  I responded. 

"How  long  has  he  been  seizing?”  she  questioned. 

I answered,  "For  more  than  five  minutes." 

Next  thing  I know  the  ambulance  had  arrived  at  the  residence.  They  took  the  resident  to 
the  nearest  hospital.  I could  not  go  to  the  hospital  at  the  time  because  I would  leave  the  house 
alone.  I had  to  stay  to  call  the  manager  and  fill  out  an  incident  report. 

If  there  was  a full-time  manager  present,  I would  have  picked  up  the 
seizure  medication  from  the  pharmacy  at  least  an  hour  early.  Maybe 
if  the  medication  was  administered  the  resident  would  never  have 
had  that  seizure.  Having  a full-time  manager  improves  the  quality  of 
the  residents  because  employees  spend  more  time  hands  on.  Luckily,  the 
resident  was  okay  and  returned  to  the  residence  the  same  day. 

There  is  a simple  solution  to  improve  to  overall  performance  of  the  Lynnfield  Residence. 
The  company  needs  to  hire  a full-time  manager.  Having  a full-time  manager  means  the 
employees  will  spend  more  time  with  the  residents,  which  meets  the  mission  statement,  to  help 
the  residents  reach  their  full  potential.  It  would  relieve  a lot  of  pressure  from  the  employees, 
enhancing  their  performance  at  work.  Another  solution  is  to  gather  all  employees  from  the 
residence  and  write  a letter  to  the  president  of  the  company.  In  the  letter  we  can  state  how  the 
residents  are  not  reaching  their  full  potential  because  of  the  absence  of  a full-time  manager. 

In  conclusion,  the  absence  of  a full-time  manager  at  the  Lynnfield  residence  is  affecting 
the  overall  performance  of  the  house.  The  residents  are  not  getting  the  quality  time  they  need 
with  the  employees.  By  having  a full-time  manager  as  I mentioned,  the  performance  of  the 
residence  can  improve,  fulfilling  the  quality  of  life  the  residents  need  to  its  maximum.  I still 
work  at  the  Lynnfield  residence.  Until  the  residence  gets  a full-time  manager,  the  residents  will 
not  get  the  quality  of  life  they  deserve  like  everyone  else. 

Wanny  De  los  Santos  of  Lawrence,  MA  is  25.  He  enjoys  playing  basketball.  After  taking  Clare 
Thompson-Ostrander’s  Basic  Writing  course  in  the  fall  of  2009  he  says,  “I  actually  enjoy 
writing.  ” 
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The  Best  Restaurant  in  Town 
by  Danielle  Dehne 

Have  you  ever  run  into  the  dilemma  of  deciding  where  to  eat  when  you  are  out  with  your 
friends  or  that  special  date?  With  so  many  different  types  of  great  food  to  choose  from  making 
the  decision  can  feel  impossible  especially  when  you  live  in  Salem,  NH.  Driving  up  and  down 
route  28  trying  to  pick  from  the  variety  of  restaurants  is  mind-boggling  and  that's  why  I always 
choose  my  favorite.  It  always  has  great  food,  awesome  service  and  I am  welcome  no  matter  what 
I am  wearing.  It's  known  as  the  Ninety  Nine  Restaurant.  The  Ninety  Nine  Restaurant  is  the  most 
dependable  restaurant  in  Salem,  NH. 

The  first  reason  I feel  as  if  the  Ninety  Nine  Restaurant  is  the  most  reliable  restaurant  in 
Salem,  NH  is  because  of  the  food  they  serve.  The  menu  is  full  of  different  choices  that  are  all 
delicious:  starting  from  the  appetizers  to  the  refreshing  soups  and  salads  then  to  the  delicious 
dinners  and  of  course  to  top  it  off  the  mouth-watering  desserts.  No  matter  what  you  order  from 
this  restaurant  you  can  never  go  wrong.  I remember  back  in  middle  school  all  the  way  up  to  now 
my  best  friend,  Ashlynn,  and  I would  have  our  parents  drop  to  the  Ninety  Nine  every  Friday 
night  because  we  have  always  loved  the  food.  Each  time  we  went,  we  would  order  something 
new  and  share  the  food.  Once  we  finished  we  would  rate  each  meal  on  a scale  of  one  to  five,  five 
being  the  best  and  one  being  the  worst.  We  would  try  different  burgers  to  the  chicken  and  then  to 
the  pasta.  I can  honestly  say  that  never  have  we  ever  fallen  below  a three,  which  proves  my  point 
as  to  how  I feel  about  the  food.  I have  to  say  my  favorite  meal  there  that  I almost  always  get  is 
the  crispy  chicken  salad  with  honey  mustard.  It  always  is  fresh  and  delicious!  In  my  opinion, 
food  is  the  most  important  factor  when  deciding  where  to  eat.  Why  spend  money  on  food  that 
doesn't  taste  good?  Especially  when  you  are  hungry  and  looking  forward  to  a great  meal!  This  is 
why  I suggest  that  the  Ninety  Nine  is  the  place  to  go  to  anyone  having  trouble  finding  a 
restaurant  in  Salem,  NH. 

This  brings  me  to  my  second  reason  as  to  why  the  Ninety  Nine  is  the  most  reliable 
restaurant  in  Salem,  NH.  The  mood  that  the  employees  and  workers  set  at  the  Ninety  Nine  is  one 
that  makes  me  feel  as  if  I am  walking  into  a relative’s  house  and  having  a meal.  The  staff  always 
treats  you  like  family  and  is  always  very  flexible  when  you  are  ordering  or  requesting 
something,  which  makes  the  experience  of  eating  at  the  Ninety  Nine  very  enjoyable.  One  time 
when  I went  to  the  Ninety  Nine  with  my  parents  and  my  sister  Gabby,  we  had  all  ordered  and 
were  enjoying  our  meals  when  the  waitress  came  around  and  asked,  "Sir  can  I grab  you  another 
beer?"  to  my  dad. 

"That  would  be  great,"  my  dad  replied  with  a grin.  The  waitress  was  on  her  way  back 
over  to  the  table  with  the  beer  in  her  hand  when  she  tripped  and  spilled  the  beer  all  over  herself 
and  some  on  my  dad.  While  we  were  all  still  in  shock,  with  good  humor  the  waitress  stood  up 
and  placed  the  cup  on  the  table  and  rung  her  apron  into  the  cup  and  handed  it  to  my  dad.  We  all 
started  roaring  with  laughter  along  with  the  rest  of  the  section  we  were  sitting  in.  She  apologized 
sincerely  and  returned  with  napkins  and  a new  beer.  Although  this  was  an  honest  mistake,  by  the 
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waitress  having  a good  sense  of  humor,  reminded  me  of  something  that  would  happen  at  my 
own  house  or  at  a family  event  and  has  shown  me  how  you  can  help  someone  out  when  they’re 
having  a bad  day  and  turn  it  into  a joke. 

The  last  reason  the  Ninety  Nine  is  always  a great  choice  is  because  no  matter  what  your 
attire  is  you  are  welcomed.  I feel  as  if  this  is  very  important  when  deciding  where  to  eat  because 
life  is  crazy  and  when  you're  hungry  you  don't  want  to  have  to  worry  about  what  you  look  like. 
Whether  you're  coming  back  from  the  office,  driving  home  from  sports  or  just  lounging  around 
as  long  as  you’re  clothed,  the  Ninety  Nine  is  available.  I have  experience  with  this  because  when 
I was  little  I used  to  figure  skate  five  out  of  the  seven  days  of  the  week.  So  usually  whenever  my 
family  and  I went  out  to  dinner  I was  in  some  sort  of  interesting  outfit  and  I have  always  been 
welcomed  into  the  Ninety  Nine.  I would  always  walk  in  with  one  of  my  skating  dresses  and 
almost  always  I would  have  to  explain  where  I came  from  which  led  to  further  conversations 
with  the  waitress. 

The  Ninety  Nine  Restaurant  is  always  the  most  reliable  restaurant  because  of  its  delicious 
and  mouth  watering  food  that  never  leaves  you  unsatisfied,  to  their  warm  and  welcoming  staff 
who  makes  you  feel  as  if  your  are  family,  and  lastly  their  dress  code  that  never  denies  you  no 
matter  what  your  attire.  So  if  you  live  in  Salem,  NH  and  you  find  yourself  driving  up  and  down 
that  crazy  route  28  with  an  empty  belly  and  a car  full  of  your  friends  or  that  special  person  and 
just  can't  seem  to  decide  on  a restaurant  you  now  know  that  the  Ninety  Nine  Restaurant  is  the 
best  solution  to  your  problem. 


Danielle  Dehne  of  Salem,  NH  is  pursuing  a career  in  dental  hygiene.  She  took  Basic  Writing 
with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander  in  the  fall  of  2009.  After  taking  Basic  Writing  she  says,  “I  feel 
as  if  I am  able  to  move  onto  Comp.  1 and  complete  future  writing  courses  successfully.  ” 
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How  I Improved  My  Writing  Skills 
By  Kelvin  Valdez 

Writing  has  always  been  a weakness  for  me  over  the  years,  especially  writing  an  essay. 
There  are  so  many  things  I didn’t  know  before  taking  this  Basic  Writing  class.  I didn’t  have  any 
thought  how  to  write  a thesis  sentence,  an  anecdote,  or  to  revise  an  essay,  but  ever  since  taking 
Basic  Writing,  my  skills  and  ability  to  write  efficiently  have  improved  tremendously.  I can  really 
tell  the  difference  between  my  first  essays  I wrote  to  my  most  recent  essays,  and  to  be  honest  and 
sincere  I’m  impressed  and  overwhelmed  by  how  far  I came  along  over  these  past  week  and  how 
much  my  essay  improved.  Basic  Writing  has  taught  me  how  to  start  a first  draft,  add  details, 
editing  skills,  but  most  important  how  to  become  a better  writer. 

The  first  skill  that  I learned  in  Basic  Writing  was  listing  and  the  use  of  clustering.  Listing 
is  a good  and  easy  way  to  put  your  ideas  down  and  to  make  your  essay  strong.  This  helped  me  so 
much  when  I was  having  a difficult  time  in  the  person  essay.  I remember  doing  that  essay  about 
my  role  model,  Mike  Pettaruto,  and  I didn’t  know  how  to  start  so  I made  a list  and  put  down  the 
things  that  I liked  most  about  him  and  what  he  did  to  help  me.  One  of  my  favorite  descriptions 
looked  like  this  in  my  essay,  “Three  qualities  that  best  describe  my  role  model,  Mike  Pettaruto, 
are:  he  is  very  smart,  athletic,  and  helpful.  Mike  Pettaruto  is  an  athletic  man.  Mike  has  black  hair, 
blue  eyes,  and  a little  bit  of  facial  hair.”  This  is  an  example  on  how  I used  listing  to  come  up  with 
his  physical  appearance,  and  the  way  my  role  model  is.  It  became  easier  for  me  and  helped  me 
make  my  essay  stronger. 

Another  skill  that  I learned  in  Basic  Writing  was  how  to  make  a first  draft.  One  valuable 
technique  I learned  to  use  is  “who,  what,  where,  when,  why,  and  how.”  This  helped  me  very 
much  when  writing  an  anecdote.  This  technique  guided  me  to  one  of  my  strongest  essays  I wrote, 
my  music  essay.  The  reason  why  is  because  I got  to  write  about  my  favorite  artists  and  how  I feel 
about  this  person.  I could  have  written  a book  about  my  favorite  artist,  Jay-Z.  Another  reason 
why  I think  this  was  one  of  my  strongest  essays  is  because  I put  my  feeling  towards  this  artist 
and  I have  been  listening  to  his  music  since  I was  young. 

One  of  the  most  frustrating  essays  I had  to  do  was  my  opinion  essay.  The  reason  why  is 
because  I had  no  idea  what  I was  going  to  write  about,  but  then  I had  asked  a friend,  “What 
should  I write  for  an  opinion  essay?”  My  friend  Luis  said,  “Write  about  potholes.”  I thought  it 
was  a good  idea.  I didn’t  have  any  idea  how  was  I going  to  write  this  so  I went  into  the  Writers 
in  Progress  book.  I started  reading  a few  essays  and  it  really  helped  me  out  a lot.  With  reading 
some  of  those  essays  I saw  that  these  writers  used  the  same  techniques  I had  learned  and  it 
motivated  me  to  accumulate  every  single  thing  I learned  and  use  it  on  this  opinion  essay.  So  I 
ended  up  writing  about  potholes,  but  it  was  the  hardest  essay  I had  to  do.  It  took  me  a while  to 
accomplish  this  opinion  essay. 

The  last  thing  I learned  in  Basic  Writing  was  the  revising  and  editing  process.  I didn’t 
know  that  using  this  method  can  make  your  paper  even  stronger.  You  can  make  your  paper  even 
better  and  more  efficient  by  just  going  back  and  reading  it  out  loud.  Things  like  misspelled 
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words,  run-ons,  extra  words  and  missing  commas  were  the  errors  that  I was  making  very  often, 
but  after  learning  about  editing,  now  I don’t  make  that  same  mistake  as  much  as  I use  to. 

In  conclusion,  I’m  going  to  try  and  not  be  thinking  too  much  when  I write,  and  also  trust 
myself  when  I write  essays.  I learned  a great  amount  of  techniques  in  Basic  Writing  that  l hope 
to  use  in  the  future  thanks  to  my  teacher  Mrs.  Fortna.  I’m  definitely  looking  forward  to  writing 
more  by  being  more  creative  and  using  anecdotes.  I can’t  wait  to  gain  more  experience  into 
editing  my  own  paper  and  know  what  I’m  doing.  Brainstorming,  starting  a first  draft,  and  editing 
have  all  been  important  techniques  that  have  been  useful  and  helpful. 


Kevin  Valdez  is  19  and  lives  in  Haverhill.  He  is  majoring  in  criminal  justice  and  wants  to 
become  a state  police  officer.  After  taking  Joanna  Fortna ’s  Basic  Writing  course  in  the  spring  of 
2010,  Kelvin  is  impressed  that  his  writing  has  gotten  better  and  stronger. 
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